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^^S one wbo weaves a wreath of bloBSoms 
H^^ Idly on a day, 

Casta it on a stream, and watches 
While it glides away, 
Knowing not what fate awaits it — 

On what shore at last, 
Borne by waves, or rough or gentle, 

At lengUi it may be oast : 
So upon the troubled river 

Of men's working day 
Cast we now the Hose's blossoms, 

Come what end there may. 
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COLLEGE RHYMES. 



" {be blouotn of t\t Suing {nms." — Ctnngian. 



A MYSTEKY.— IN TWO PARTS. 
PART I. 

PI^IGHT stole down 

wli^ With its hoEtry crowa 
, O'er Cytherea'B ifile ; 

And the atarlit deep, 

In its dimpled aleep 
Still wore ita wonted smile ; 

And many a sprite 

By the silvery %ht 
Was his innocent antics playing ; 
VOL. Tin. 
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And nyinpha of the mountaia 

And forest nad fountain 
'Mid s}-lTan shadows straying ; 

Not yet the fire 

Of the Thracian lyre 
Was quenched, nor its chorda were rivt 

And heaven's high portals 

Were closed to mortals, 
While Jove still reigned in heaven. 

A maiden strayed 

Through the tangled glade. 
And a lamp in her hand was gleaming; 

Adown her back. 

Like a meteor's track 
Her auburn locks were streaming. 

With a step more light 

Than the winds of night 
She stole to her distant bower, 

test her airy tread 

Should awake the dead 
At midnight's hallowed hour. 

But scarce did she dare 

To enter there 
Though high her bosom swelled ; 

Though she longed to discover 

The hidden lover 
Whom her day-dreams ne'er beheld. 
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Soundly he slept 

As the maiden crept 
Through howera of Nature'B twining ; 

No monster wild ! 

'Twas a godlike child 
On the moBBf couch reclining. 

The maiden amazed. 

On the fair foim gazed, 
And her heart beat high for joy ; 

And sweetly she blushed 

As her Mr lips brushed 
The brow of the sleeping boy. 

He sighed, and he turned, 

And the pale light burned 
In his eyes, and the boy awoke. 

Oh ! sadly he rose 

From his sweet repose. 
And sad were the wotds he spoke : — 

" If aiden farewell I 

No earthly spell 
Can bid me longer stay : 

Since thou haat slighted 

The TOW once plighted. 
My path lies far away. 

But if there is love 

In bowers above 
That love to thee is given." 
VOL. Tin. 
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He spake, and he Sed 

Like n moonbeam ehed 
Through the azure vaults of heaven. 

She tracked his Sight 
■ By the starry light 
Till her eyes with tears were swollen, 

Like a woodland dove 

That wails her love 
When her nest and all are stolno. 



'T\vas many a yi-ar 

O'er desertfl di'ear 
Her lonely search she plied, 

for little to her 

"Were the joys that were 
In the wide wide world boside. 

By the mystic fountain 

In Delphi's mountain. 
Capped with the winter's snow ; 

By the holy river 

Tbat windeth for ever 
In the forests fur below ; 

Till at even she sat 

On a rocky plat 
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By Ocean's billows breaking; 
" Oh ! give me to sleep 
By the cheerlesa deep 
And in earth to know no waking." 



From her saffron cave 

'Neath the Tyrian wave, 
Ouiding her coursers bold, 

Came heaven-born Aurora, 

And Ocean before ter 
Was tinged with living gold. 

By the western water, 

Sweet Thia's daughter 
Had reined her fiery team, 

With the dews of morning 

Her tresses adorning, 
From the cold Briarean stream. 

On the ocean strand 

In that lonely land 
How fair a form lay sleeping ' 

Strewn o'er the rocks 

Lay those auburn locks. 
And her couch was wet with woepin 

The goddess amazed 
On the maiden gazed, 
And pity moved her breast, 
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And she bore her away 
Like a morning lay 

To the land of the golden weat. 
Now lightly they Bweep 
O'er the Lesbian deep, 

And tinge the sparkling spray; 
How linger awhile 
Where the waters smile 

In lake-bom Thessaly : 
Silent and swift 
Up tlie mountain rift 

Where Penens the rocks hath riven 
Through the dusky bowers 
"Where the sleepless Hours 

Are guarding the'gates of heaven. 

And a heBvetdy light 

O'er her aching sight 
Shone down, and the maid awoke. 

Oh ! was it the breeze 

In the distant trees 
Or a well-known voice that spoke ? 

"Earth-born spirit 

Come to inherit 
Bowers of eternal joy ; 

Thy toils aU ended, 

Thy joys all blended, 
In the love of thy long-lost boy." 
Trinity College, Oxford. 
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^3|W^'VE been Bpending my vacation at a very pleaiant 

A little Slieepshire townahip, amid a coaiic race ; 
The people are a mixture of beoeTolcnce and apite, 
A cankerworm of evil in a cauliflower of right: 
This little fault that mare a good built up by ao much labour 
la tliat every one mutt criticise whate'er'a done by his 

neighbonr. 
And consequently, if at all you give the town a handle, 
The safe result will be a lot of most annoying scandal. 
The girls here are the prettieet that ever I set eyes on. 
But sooner than come back again I'd rather far take ' p'ison.' 
For one canitot say a aingle word without the whole place 

knowing. 
And all one's little speeches spread, just like a mushroom 

growing. 
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And if you Bpoon a little less than Mrs. T. expected, 
Tou're safe to hear, " Poor man ! you've popped, I find, 

and been rejected !" 
Or if you take a fancy and are awimraing on quite jolly. 
The verdict is, " I wonder Mrs. Z. allows such folly !" 
As if beyond flirtation a man a word could utter, 
While aW he is in doubt atwnt hia own poor bread and 

butter. 

Then in this place each clique must have its separate 

religion: 
6ome ' pouters,' some are ' tumblers,' some the ' ordinary 

pigeon.' 
The ' ordinary pigeons' go and listen till they di-op 
To long-winded discourses at the orthodoxy shop, 
"Where a harmless parson solemnly and tediously espounds 
His own interpretations on very dubious grounds. 
The ' pouters' try a village near, beeauau they wish to find 
Hot a mere utterance of words, but some trace of a mind, 
And in general are satisfied, though no oue can endure it, 
WTien looking for the rector he only sees the curate. 
The ' tumblers' are the people that never stir from home. 
In going to St. Abbot's take gigantic strides towards Rome ; 
And many say, and I myself repeat it with compunction. 
That credit's given to the tale by the parson's " extreme 

unction." 
80 every Sunday you will find, aa certain as a moral, 
That those that go t« church to pray all come awiiy to 

quarrel. 
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X Xtong 'Vacation liyi|ic. 17 

As for the Local Board of Health, I safely may remark, 
As in moat other country t«wnB their goings-on are dark. 
Iliere are plenty of suggestions supported by petitioners, 
As no one sees exactly what's the use of the Commissioners, 
Who, like the Admiralty-board just shown up in the papers. 
Seem to take no ead of money and to cut no end of capers. 
So consequently little tiffs arise about the rate. 
And this little town in Sheepshire gets in a pretty state : 
While one patty calls a meeting aa the custom's always been, 
The opposition whips go round on top of a machme, 
Which has nol been the custom, and, though the effect is 

The obvious result is this — a row about the money. 
And unless some Bishop has the gout or choleraic pains, 
I don't think the Commissioners will ever mend their drains. 

Now having exercised the right of Englishmen to grumble, 
My villany I will recant, and eat the pie called humble ; 
If e'er you go to Sheepshire, be certain you will find 
The people there most sociable, most festive, and most kind. 
And if you don't enjoy yourself the fault will be your own, 
And if you bring your heart away, your heart must be a 

stone. 
And if ever you do go there, and are not too great a swell, 
Jnst take my I'ovc to SomeMg, and say I hope she's well. 



New Coll., Oxon. 
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^AIR stream, through maDy a fertile shire, 
^ Paat many a pleasant town, 
That showB reflected many a spire, 
Thou flow est swiftly down. 



Eull many a sight of joy and woe 
Thy sedgy banks have seen. 

As calmly on thy waters go 
Paat rows of willow green. 



Past many an old ancestral hall 

Tion glidest seaward on : 
Thou hear'st the merry wood-bird'a call, 

Thou hear'st the snowy swan. 
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lasher's roar and 
±. dBk/ luau J a tall old tree. 
Past many an eyot with flowerets gay, 
Beloved by bird and bee. 



Fast many a lasher's roar and spray, 
Fast many a tall old tree. 



Upon thy banks, Isis stream ! 

I've lingered many a day. 
Till golden evening's parting bet 

Died into sombre gray ; 



And up long reochea glimmering dark 
Have seen the mooDbeams quiver ; 

And heard with even stroke the bark 
Ensh onward up the river. 



And I have seen bright faces fait 
Glide past in curtained boat, 

Sun-shellered in the summer air, 
A fairy hand afloat. 



And I have beard the deafening roar 

That tells of struggle won, 
What time the eights from IfBey's shore 
, Leap forth at sound of gun. 
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Alas ! another sight hath been, 
atream ! thy banks upon j 

A pitifnl, a tcarfal scene, 
To bo remembered long. 

- A plank on which there rests a form, 

Whose dank vet garments cling 
Close to the limbs, still almost warm ; 
A crowd drawn in a ring. 

Cover that face with canvas shroud, 
And bear that form away ; 

Let silence settle on the crowd, 
As on they wend their way. 

Ah me! a gallant manly heart 
Is chilled by Death's embrace. 

lift np the bier, and onward start : 
Cover that pallid face. 
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JSj^^AItK : }iOW tLe waves of ocfuii uwuu ; 
(J^K The furious blasts of heaven groau; 

Long thunderings shake the firmament; 
By lightnings dread the air is rent, 
And all the asiiivG blue is fled : 
Earth's mightiest warrior is dead I 

The little birds forget their song, 
Aa through the sky they skim along, 
Except the sea-mews on the shore. 
That shriek above the tempest-roar ; 
The mournful cypress bows her head : 
Earth'8 mightiest warrior is dead ! 
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Helena's isle ! be long my lot 

To wander round thy hallowed qiot ! 

With him I fought, and when he died 

I stood his dying bed beside. 

Now all ia o'er — the dart is sped — 

And earth's great warrior is dead. 
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^^^ TALE of love that is ever new: 
^Mm The kuight was bold tho' hia lands were few, 
And the maiden vowed t« be ever true ; 
And thus begins mj story. 

A tale of wedlock sad to be told ; 
The bridegroom had wealth, though his days were old; 
For needy patents have greed of gold : 
And thus goes on my story. 

A tale of sorrow — and who to blame ? 
A slighted wife — and a smothered flame 
Bursting anew — a whispered shame : 

What need to tell the story f 
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A tale of vengeaace ! "Woe the sight ! 
The beadlees corpse of a gallaat knight. 
Foully slain in the sweet daylight : 

The theme of many a atary. 



A tulo of vengeance, not that of man : 
A lady for burial &ir and wan ; 
The death-bed scene of a grim old man : 
Each villager knew the story. 



A talc of a heudlois hortjcmua at night 
Biding iu chase of a lady white, 
'Mid groan." as of a dying wight. 

And this is the end of my story. 
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^^^AY mortal flesh and blood prevail 
^^^ To knoT the love that fills the Bonl, 
^^»^ Or more than see in part the whole 
That lies ensconced behind the veil ? 

Or is it Taio to seek the gocnl 
"Wliat time our prison shuts us in, 
And those few rays that entrance win 

Bat make its darkness understood ? 

'Tis known in Heaven we could not bear 

The glory of the sum of things ; 

go beauty but its shadow flings, 
A phantom of its brightness there. 

TOL. Till. 
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Yet. Bcom not fair things of the earth ; 

Wild poet, wake not from thy dream ; 

PerchaBce thou art not wrong to deem 
That heavenly beauty givee them birth. 

So muse on Her at gentle even, 
And vander by thy streamlet etill, 
While shadowB lengthen down tfae bill, 

And glory fille the western heaven. 
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^]|S§'£R ITaxos' grape- wreathed iaie, Uie dying mi 
pip ^ Flooded with tender light upland and lea. 
And soft the sea ia maltititdinous waves 
Rippled with abeeny laughter as it rose 
And fell, like passion in a woman's hreast. 
The tbdlling lay of song-birds charmed the ear — 
Echoes of fiiiry land. — The seaman's hymn 
Floated Ml solemnly the wares ^ong : 
And snn-bnmt Theatylis his Pfean sang, 
Of love and rural happiness, the while 
That coy ITeoera, hiding deep her flame 
'Neath her breast's sonctaary, weaved a crown— 
TOL. Tin. c : 
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Blush-rose and timid lilies — for the brow 

Of that dear shepherd boy, her first of men ; 

And all the isle was happy save for one. 

To all save one those Naiian groTea were green. 

A love-lorn lady, with sad pleading eyes, 

Who watched her Theseus' lessening sail, and strai" 

A last long look, as reddened in the west 

The parting gleam o'er fast receding Hope. 

It sank, aad from her bosom'a penthouse rose 

Sob upon sob of bitter grief, and rain 

Of pearly tears, and " Welcome death !" she cried ; 

" for what is life to me — my Theseus gone ?" 



Loud on the evening air breaks forth a chant 
Of gay earollere, and the mingled din 
Of shawm and trumpet, with the festal hymn. 
Then full in view, the laughing Mtenads trailed 
Their violet robes, and clashed their cymbals bright. 



" Dionysius, Dionysiua, ever laughing, ever free. 

Leads the Fauns and »prightly Satyrs o'er the smiling 



Mienadts with your hair dishevelled, and your glancing 

bosomx, sing 
Glory to young Dionysius, glory te the fair wine-king. 
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" Dionysius, DionysiuB, ever laughing, ever gay, 
Lord of all the purple vintage, patron of the joyous lay ! 
With thy locks ambrosial curling, Lenffiua, od thy face, 
And the smile upon thy youug brow, rippling with a ten- 
der grace. 

" Dionysius, Dionyaius, lead along the triumph brave ! 
Ucenads, crovn his head with flowers ! he will conquer, be 

will save. 
Fauns and Satyr^ chant your deftest in young Dionysins' 

trains 
Now from concb-shell, now from cithern, swelling r^se ths 

choral strain !'' 

Had Ariadne dreamed ? for naught bat dream 
With all it« soothing maglo and sweet anodyne 
Of dark-atoled sorrow, could present the form 
Of him who, clothed with all a god's dread power, 
Towered like a king amid the rabble rout 
Of wine-stained Satyrs and Bacchantes wild ; 
And through the din of drunken minstreUio 
Spake loud and clear : " lady, wherefore weep, 
And veil in mist of tears those beauteous eyes 
That should Lke sunshine lighten all thy face?" 

As when the storm is spent a witching gleam 
Lightens in fairy splendour 'thwart the gloom, 
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Gemming with dewy pearls each glistering leaf, 
'Hid jubilant carols from the gladdened birds : 
So Ariadne, brightening from the storm of tears, 
Drew back the tangled maze of sunbright hair 
Which fringed like golden sand her pate cold brow, 
And with a world of welcome in her violet eyes 
Greeted the lordly stranger, and the burden rang : 

" DionyBine, Bioaysius, ever langhing, ever free, 

Thon oanst soothe the love-lom maiden, thou canst bid her 

burden flee ! 
Come let us twiue the Pyrrhic dancts, let each one featly 

A measure to the castanets, while Hespcr gleams o'erhead." 
B. N. C. H. J. 8. 
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" jou godjj '. 
Vh; do you make ub love your goodly gifts 
And anatcli them Btniight awuy ■" 



^BSOGETHEBr plucked we purple flowere 
^g^K With hearts tuned in love's harmony 
To one sweet note, while all tbe sky 
Seemed bright and tree from bitter showers. 

Fair was she then, my dear young bride, 

In the first May of womanhood, 

Rambling through lone and moss-girt wood, 
In days too happy to abide. 
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Sut DOW mitiB eyes vitli tears are blind, 
Ani little recks my heart to live, 
While ever 'mid the gloom I striTO 

To touch a hand I cannot find. 

The sky is dark and lowering now ; 

"What matter if the rain-clouds pour ? 

I am alone for evermore, 
And so can show a stoic brow. 

Alone — ah no ! but not for aye : 
I dream a dream that is not vain. 
Her face shall shine on me again 

In lands where love can never stray. 
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^^^ABK what the woodland Toices say ! 
^Ij^ In this forest arenue. 

Where a deeith-rcTGaling hue 
Gilds each tree with its own decay; 
And something mournful, something holy 
Most musical, most melancholy. 
Murmurs greeting, murmurs adieu ! 
What do the forest voices say ? 

" B«memher ! 
Id out twilight of decay, 
la this mystic dim November, 
Oh remember our lusty May, 
And the burgeoning of our June 
Part so gloriously — past so soon ! 
Oh remember what we were — 
We that are so dim and sere !" 
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Some diTine and voiceless longing, 
Thoughts mysteiious dimly thronging 
Stir in heart and brain 
With a deep perplexed pain, 
While my looka entranced range 
Through thoee gilded archee strange 
Suffering their Autumn change. 
And a floating odour faint, 
Dying leaflets' subtle taint, 
Dimly tells its tale — " Eemember 
What we were, we woodlands aere ; 

Oh ! remember, 
In this wondrous, sad November, 
Wliat we woodlands sere shall be 
When the sap and the strength return to the tree ! ' 

Come not yet, thou storm-blast blustrous, 
Spare awhile those reliques lustrous 
Of their youth in verdure tender, 
Of their prime in glowing spleadour ; 
Now their Autumn's etUl surrender 

Yields to Winter's doom ; 
Soon shall death new life engender 

In their ulent tomb. 



What mysterious retx^pution 
In the dying forest vast. 
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Wakes some Blumberiug intaidon 

Of a iiiture, or a past, 

LoDgiag for ruiewed fruition ; 

Of some beauty long since Taniahed, 

Of Bome mnaic dumb of banished ? 

Strangely is my heart revolving 

Ifemories like a dream dissolving, 

Seekiug in vain tbe long lost due, 

In this forest avenue; 

Where each saf&on-tinted bough 

Speaks with death-revealing hue, 

" fi«membet ! 
In this hour of our decay, 
In this solemn dim November, 
. Such as we aie, such art thou!" 
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" The dead are in theit dilont grarH, 
Aod the dew is cold above ; 
And the living weep and Bigh, 
Over dust thai once waa love." 

Thou AS Hoodv 



^^^H£ year haa come and gone, 
g^^ TtB Autumn now ; 

The leaves the trees upon 
Now brighter glow ; 
And STerything shines out in sadder beauty eie it go ! 

The West is all aglow : 

The dying Sun 
Eeluotant still to go, 
Sis race though run, 
Still lingen on, as loath to tell, " Another day is done." 
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me iDoay-tinted clouds, 

In bright array, 
Gather ia crowds 
Bound the departing day, 
Ab if to catoh bis last bright beam ere it has past away. 



Though all the winds are hushed. 

The poplar leareB, 
As when a spirit crushed 

O'er its lost one grieves, 
Give a ooayulsire shiver as the golden Bay-god leavea ! 



The leares the loveliest 

The soonest fall : 
The friends we lore the beat 

First hear Death's call : 
And yet we love them, e'en for that perhaps the best of all ! 



The living mourn the dead 

With bitter tear. 
Bowing the afflicted head 

O'er the loved one's bier. 
Forgetting in their grief that he still hovers round Ihem 
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Yet, oh ! the naoielesB pleasure 

In the ends of things ! 
When, following its lost treasure, 
Momofy upsprings, 
As the swallow after summer spreadeth sonthwan) aye bis 
wings. 

The thought my heart delights, 

That they who go before, 
Like distant harbour-lights 
Beckon us to the shore. 
And every friend we lose but mokes ns long for Hearen 
the more. 

While those we love are here, 

Heaven seems afar : 
As in the daylight clear 
We see not the star ; 
But when the ^un has set, ah then how bright its beam- 
ings are! 

Teikity College, Oxford. A. C. 
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LINES ON THE CELEBRATED PICTUEE OP 
THAT NAME. 



^VISfT came, the stem imperioua signal came, 
^ll^ Long, loud, commanding, on &om shore to shore : 
" FoUow, folloir in the ranks of fiune ! 
Te hearts of chivalry, beat, beat to war !" 
Some thnlled, how eager for the cannon's roar! 
Their boyish blood, with expectation wild, 

In rapture tingling to the inmost core : 
Some turned, but spake not, as on wife and child 
They bent a boding glance, or sadly afemly smiled. 
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Then the long night, the slow unfolding- mom, 

The distant boom of the relentless gnn, 
That, like a death-knell, on the breezes borne, 

Told the last hour, the parting moment done; 

The wild cheer echoing as, one by one. 
In slow succession up the dark ship side. 

Helm, bayonet glistened in the morning sun. 
As if to steel the warrior's failing pride, 
And drown that agony of hearts it ill might hide. 

Oh that hour's agony ! — stout heart, forbear, 

If quailed the stoutest at a scene so sore ! 
Stay ! — 'twas the fervour of a mother's prayer, 

A son's last blessing ere apart they tore. 

And now they part, perchance to meet no more: 
Fart with an aching soul, a throbbing brain ; 

How dies the plash of the retreating oar. 
The lands recede, and on the bounding main 
The soldier's tear may dry and hope take heart again. 

C. C. C, Cahbbidge. H. R. I 
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^^^^RASSUS heri felix multos numeraTit amicoa 
UJ^C Aat hodie Crasso nulluB amioua adeat. 

Quare? Crassua heri aummos eenaebat in arcSi 
Sed miaero tantum nunc vacua area manet. 

X. 
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lOUnnasim's sEirglls of t^i J^ing. ^nift. 



^R^HEK let her fiinoy flit across the paet, 
^^^P And roam the goodly places that eho knew ; 

And last bethought her how she used to watch, 
Near that old home, a pool of golden carp ; 
And one waa patched and blurred and lostrelesB 
Among his humished brethren of the pool ; 
And half asleep she made compariBoa 
Of that and these to her own faded self 
And the gay court, and fell aaleep again ; 
And dreamt herself was such a faded form 
Among her burnished sisters of the pool; 
But this was in the garden of it king ; 
And though she lay dark in the pool, she knew 
That all was bright ; that all about were birds 
Of sunny plume in gilded trellis work ; 
That all the turf was rich in plots ttmt looked 
Each like a garnet or a tnrkis in it; 
And lords End ladies of the high court went 
In silver tissue talking things of state. 
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M0P4iA£ r ifiopipiitv avfXKXiKova ovtipiiTut 
ivravSa rite trplv fiipiKiit &yaaTpo<pae 

iy^XOi Xlfiyiit, jc iircaxovet Trare, 
•jfpvaSiv ycftovarjQ ij(_Buaii'' cokei tic fy 
ifiavXoci <araoTurdc re ioa/iopfic r' litly, 
iyvSpiiiv hfialubiy tpathifxiiiTOTUiy /itra' 
K&iruff hxyiaO^e rfi ficy .i^itKairfuytiv 
air^y Zvaii&ij, Toif St (iaatklKiay SAfiuty 
vXiOiy vufil^oua, iSc inotjiiSii voXiv, 

iyvSpbiy qJeX^i' ipatitfiuiTaTiiiv fiira' 
rai Tavra idliroiq iv rupni'i'icoic tf^c' 
4 V iy HKiri^ Trh-Taovaa Xi/ivalay 068tity 
tyvunci, Kaivip iIiS* c-jfoi/a S/iuic TO K&y 
rrD^fiv i)ia(ty6v travrayii ■ni^vat irXonalc 

Airav re Xd/iiriii' Zawthoy aySr/potQ ^X/SaiE 
XiOouriv (Emrcp iroiK^Xaic iarcfiniyoy 
iicci yvyiiiKtQ chyiyijf r' &piaTtii>» 
X^poti iieyav\^c ApyupijXdraic v^oic 
' fuU!pT)y6piniy imlyavtq atuKnjplmt' 

New Coll., Oxon. F. M 
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^)*^6P from the hidden river 
IMfeK The heavy t'og-wreaths rise, 
And creep and curl and shiver 
Beneath the lightless skies ; 

Out-blot the wavering distance, ' 
And change the known and near. 

As if the world's e,\iftenee 
Were dying with the year ; 

As if the earth were breailiiog 
The last strong visible breath 

That holds the life— bequeathing 
Her soulless corpse to death. 
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Xlecembett. 

Gone ia the distant spire ; 

The whirring windmill 'a aai 
Spin formless in a miatful gyre 

That closcB in and foils. 



Their bolea in Taponi hidden. 
The skeleton tree-topa wave. 

Air-poised, aa, last-trump bidden, 
They roao irom out the grave. 

Down in the white fog-ocean 
That floods the marish-gronnd, 

The herds sans sound or motion 
Are floating dead and drowned. 

The weary year ia dying : 

And a weary wight would fain 

Die with it ; so defying 
The Nature's hopeleaa pain. 



TkiiJ, Coll., Caubridog. 
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I^I^H ! Tair throughout the carreu aisle 
j^^|h ReBounda the organ's melody, 

And weird drawn out in myriad notes 
Gomes o'er tho moonlit lawn to me. 

It minds me of that happy time 

That once waa mine : in hushed rapt trance, 
Uethihks I hear the wdl-known sounds, 

Poor heaten wanderer of chance. 

A silvern voice not all forgot 

Amidst the sad world's varying woei, 

A hand-clasp in that shady spot. 

Fair prelude to the world's harsh blows. 
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"Wowi;liI au (Jita." 



Ah ! gentle eyes look dowa on me. 
Id all true love's immensity ! 

There starts the Bcaroe forbidden tear 
For thiB poor wanderei'a miserf. 



In Bummer-tide the brooklet langha. 

In faery music babbling by t 
The H&w Tear crowns with fresh p«en. fronda 

Her baby Spring, ao pare, ao ahy. 



And queenly Summer, laughing bright. 

With corn-flowers twined 'midst flame-bright hair. 
Hay eweep in beauty 'thwart thq light 

With joyouB reapers' grateful hymn. 



And Autumn to her death may fleet 
With hectic flush her cheeks aglow ; 

Dead leayes her only winding sheet, 
Uay lay her seemly form to rest 



And hoar- browed Winter low may cower, 
And list for Nature's fiuieral knell, 

While all around the storm-clonds lower, 
And solemn tolls the passing bell. 
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The suns may wai, the suns may wane, 
The moon's calm peace brood over all : 

It matters not, since I am fain 

" Mourir au GiU,"^~lo die at home. 

What matters now the -world's harsh scon 
' God's acre' still its door wide keeps : 

A bruised wretch, I still can crawl 
To where my saint«d mother sleeps. 



' Sia requiea :' there shall not fail 
A solemn peace when here I rest, 

Deep sleep until the last loud tmmp, 
As pillowed on a mother's hreast. 

B. N. C, OxFOBD. 
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^SS^HE wild winds are singing 
I^H^ ■ A funeral dirge, 

Their sad Toicea mingling 
In unison merge. 

Dark clotids rise up slowly. 

The veil of the night, 
They quicken the darkness, 

And cover the light. 

For the old year is passing 

How slowly away ; 
To-morrow will bring us 

A hrighter new day. 
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Our yeara they are fleeting 
How quickly away; 

Ifo time for amendment, 
They hurry away. 

Up, sleeper I Awaken ! 

Thy time draweth near. 
Thine hoar is coming. 

It comee, it is here ! 



Send away with the old year 
Thy sin and thy care, 

And for thee will the new year 
Ita blessings prepare. 
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I would weave sweet wreaths of varied flowerg 
And link them together for faery bowers. 
And fancies shall come and lie in the shade. 
Whispering thanks for the shelter I made. 
I would dream of maidens surpassingly fair, 
"With glittering glow of golden hair ; 
I would hear soft sounds of laughter sweet, 
The patter and pulsing of feminine feet ; 
I would catch the glance as it downward flew 
From black eyes set in a setting of blue ; 
I would feel the breathings of scented breath 
Hovering — lasting — yea, lasting as death : 
And lips red as roses would softly woo mine. 
And peach-downy arms my body entwine. 
Thus wonld I think me. 



ExETEfi Coll., Oxford. 
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iagattlle ! 



W^ COMKADE lired was by my side, 
J^^& We wandered on a toilsome way ; 
He nursed a dark and sullen pride, 
But I was always light and gay. 

He said, "What woes this path could tell!' 
But I Bang — " Vice la Bagatelle /'' 



A dragon old, with teeth of gold, 
Rushed on us from the forest dim, 
My trusty comrade, true and bold, 
Drew his good sword and slaughtered him. 

But even as he struck he fell; 

But I shrieked — "Vive la Bagatelle. '" 
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Then ligbt and &ee, and fnll of ^lee, 
I left my comradu there t« die, 
'Saw there was none to hinder rae, 
Or vex me with his sullen eye. 

Ilobly my comrade fought and fell; 

I grieve not — " Vive la BagateUt !" 

A maiden fair flew through the air, 
Jfy heart beat wildly in my breast ; 
I said, " I know that black Despair 
Is waiting for me if I rest. 

Uy soul's fierce anguish none can tell — 

I perish — Vwt la Bagatelle I" 

I might have fought : begone the thought I 

The time for fighting now is o'er; 

I have but gained the fate I sought, , 

And shall be happy never more. 
I know my road's the road to hell : 
I care not — " Vivt la BagatelU P' 
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^B^HE sky TFaB dark, and the rain' fell fast, 
ggj^^ As Sir Bonald galloped in anger past. 
There was rage at hia heart, and fire ii 
eye. 
He WBfi longing for fight and victory. 
" The sweetest music," he sang, " by far 
Is'the angry din of mingled war." 

He rode by tower, he rode by town. 
He rode o'er hill, and he rode o'er down, 
But never a foe conld Sir Eonald meet, 
Save the angry rain and the driTing sleet. 
And " Ah," be cried, in bis rage and wrath, 
" If only n knight would cross my path 1" 
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He rode by town aad ho rode by tof er, 

And the sunlight broke through the cruel shower ; 

At length he came to a cai^tle gate, 

And he sighed — for there be saw his fate ; 

And " Ah," he sang, " I would gladly die 

For one tender glance of that bright blue eye.'' 



The sun shone bright, and the sky was blue. 

Sir Ronald has plighted his vows ho true ; 

And he smiled, us he looked on the soft blue eye 

That greeted his own so tenderly : 

And " Ah," he sang, " when I sought for war, 

I found a peace which was happier far." 



Christ's Coll., Camb. 
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^E^nirgmtoii. 



^I^RHK night winds played with his golden hair, 
ggglfi And his ringlets were wooed by the midnight air, 

And the flowers breathed forth a drowsy Boent, 
Which stole o'er his face ere it upward went. 
And a flower was blushing — the dafiodil meek, 
Then laid herself down on his peach-soft cheek. 
An eglantine too, when she saw his rest, 
Nestled herself on his heaving breast. 
He lay still — almost like to the dead — 
On the fairest of arms was pillowed his head, 
And as he breathed a lily bent down 
To catch at a breath as sweet as her own ; 
And a wanton briar curled him around, 
Ab if to bind her lore to the ground ; 
And a rose bent over to take a sip 
From the purest nectars which lay on his lip. 
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Then eoflly down the fair flower lay. 

Blushing and kiasiog her beautiful prey. 

The very stars bent to see if in truth 

The form that they gazed on was nioital youth ; 

And a stream eang his song in a murmur sweet, 

Then flowed o'er and gave one fond kiss to his feet. 

A cricket stopped oa his beauty to gaze, 

Then chiqied forth a hymn in the fair youth's praise. 

And a cypress tree which sprang up nigh 

Bent o'er Endymion lovingly. 

The Moon looked down and beheld with joy 

The beauteous form of the sleeping boy. 

She blushed, and hid for a i^oment her face 

In a cloud as it sped on its airy race ; 

For none so fair had e'er been seen 

By the cold pure silver- beaming Queen. 

She gazed on the youth as he took his rest, 

Hia flushing face — his opon brenst — 

Too fair for man, as a woman fair. 

Could it be boy who was sleeping there ? 

And as she gazed from her throne above 

She felt the power of the spirit of Love. 

Down to the earth does sho softly glide, 

Till she stands by the sleeping stripling's side ; 

Sho gazed once again on the fair youth's charms. 

Then locks herself in Endymion's arms; 

And her bosom heaves with a new-found bliss 

Fntasted before— a fervent kiss. 
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TJnsated she snatch eth one more and one more— 
Hpr heavenly paasion knoweth no law. 
. " Mine," wliispered the goddcsa, " and only mine 
" Is this fair form which I now entwine; 
" Mine, only mine — none other shall dare 
" To love this form so dear and so fair." 
And with many a kiss, too many to number, 
She binds him with chains of eternal slumber. 

And Endymion still ia sleeping at the foot of Latmus' hill, 
And the flowers kiss and lo^e and curl about him still ; 
And still by night the Moon leaves her palace in the skies, 
And comes down to her loved one to kiss him as he lies : 
The flowers all guard their darling one in his eternal sleep. 
And oft when Sol is setting o tear of dew they weep. 
But none has ever found him, for round him everywhere 
The flowers have grown to hide their love with all thoir 

jealous care, 
They've climbed into his snow-pure breast, they've clung 

fast round his hands. 
They've bound their darling' to the earth with all their 

faery bands. 
So there beneath his grave of flowers the beauteous boy 

doth lie — 
Endymion doomed to ever sleep, and doomed ne'er to die. 
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^ISSH ! where are now those happy times 
^Kra "When joy dwelt in my hreast ? 

Like grass beneath the winter snow, 
]k[y joys are buried long ago 
In the silent grave at rest, 
'V^ithin the sound of Christmas chimoB, 

'Keath the shade of the weeping willow. 

And here I come, long years to monra 
"What once my heart possesscd,-r- 

Those hopes so fond, — those stars so bright, 

That, like aa many sons of light, 
Have Tanished in life's west ; 

To leave, ay leave me all forlorn, 

'Neath the ahade of the weeping willow. 
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Unmindful of the cold around, 

I rest on this old rustic seat. 
Yea, reat it is, calm rest indeed, 
Amid ray blighted hopes, to read 

Upon their tomhs my fate : — 
" We all are buried in the ground, 

'Neath the shade of the weeping willow." 

Our hopes deceive, for they can fly ; 

Deluding are our sweets ; 
But the sweetest hope of a brighter land 
Beyond where the silver clouds bo grand 

Hide its brilliant golden street^: 
My hope ! I come ! for here I die, 

'Neath the shade of the weeping willow. 

And thus it was the old mac died. 

Beneath that hoary tree. 
Where buried lay his fond young wife. 
Companion of his happier life, 

And with her children three ; 
And now the five Ho side by side, 

■'Neath the shade of the weeping willow. 



Jesus Coll., Oxford. 
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im And life i! 



I of life is the 



^^ a fraud and (,ho world ia a lie ; 

Till we vanish in death, aad are passed with a 
aigh 
From the cnirents of men that go circling hy. 

But the bottle and bowl is a balm to the soul : 
Then, Hey! for the barret, the bottle, the bowl I 



"When the windows are loud, and the desolate wind 
Wakes echoes of sorrow in wastes of the mind ; 
When barren before, us and vaguely defined 
Is the track of the years; then the spirit may find 
In the bottle and bowl, a delight for the soul : 
Then, Hey ! for the barrel, the bottle, the bowl ! 
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When the lamps have been lit, and the wainscot ia brij 
And the wine flashes clieerily under the light, 
And all are together, and into the night 
The bacchanal rises, there comes a delight — 

In the bottle and howl a delight for the soul— 
And sorrow beside, in the bottle and howl. 

For a year or two more will have scattered U3 all, 
And the Autumn will gather, the yellow leaves fail ; 
Strange voices from sorrowful distances call : 
Is life but a death, and is pleasure a pall ! 

Well, bottle and bow! have a joy for the soul, 
So Hey ! for the barrel, the bottle, the bowl ! 

I suppose we must each to a destiny run, 
And sink to an end, like the light of the sun. 
And when it is finished and everything done 
There is something that points to a prize to be won. 

Are bottle and howl a delight to the soul ? 

Yet give me a reason, my bottle and bowl. 

So when life lies behind us the clny of a mire, 
And the end we rise up to is nigher and nigher. 
And the flower is withered by blast of desire, 
And the hopes wo had loved aro the ash of a fire. 

The bottle and bowl put a match to the soul. 

It blazes again with the bottle and bowl. 

Qdeen'8 College, Oxford. E. 
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^^^ACH drop of blood witliin each throbbing vein 
^^& First stopped, then bui-ned, and onward glowed 

amain, 
MTien I was in his presence, and my tongue 
Refused its utterance, and dumbly clung 
To my mouth's roof, and a sore sickening feel 
Throughout my fevered limbs began to steal 
Like unto sweat ; and, as a drowning roan 
Sees all his misdeeds since bis life began 
E'en as the water eddies rourid his head. 
So in a moment came a mighty dread 
And fear upon me ; and the sweet«st fruit 
Of Hope's fair tree was severed, shoot by shoot, 
And fell, and was ontcrushed as it fell. 
And then by turns I felt a burning hell 
Within me glowing, then there softly stole 
A breath of heaven comforting my aoul. 

F. G. W. 
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M^^ING, little maiden, under the boughs, 
^^jn Where the hreeze is making a pleaaant noise : 
Sing, while you list to a lover's tows, 
For your beauty has turned that poor head of the 

Sing your blithe tune, 

For the beautifal June 
Hust &de and sadden and pass away : 

And the summer of hearts, 

Alas ! departs, 
Like the glorious light of this bright June day ! 

Sing, littie maiden, Iist«n and sing ; 

Plead, yonng loTer, in tenderest tone ; 
Tor Time's grey wing will speedily bring 

Says when the sweetnesa shall alt be flonn. 
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Love while you may, 
For the happiest day 
Of youth ia the season of love and June : 
So youi poet declares, 
Whose silvering hairs 
" Are touched already by Autumn's moon. 
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.. .The cbildliood shans tbe n 
a moiiiing shows the day." 



^^LEEFS the child— the watchful mother 
^^)g Bende above her oheriBhed joy : 
Tears, she strives in vain to amother. 
Flow as she regards her boy : 

For the moonbeams, gently stoaUng 

O'er the object of her love, 
Wake again the tender feeling : 

" Oh how like hia sire above I" 

Not a feature there beneath her 

But she likens to his own : 
There he doth the grace bequeath her, 

Which in him so fairly shone, 
VOL, vni. V 3 
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Dormaot, tiU due time mature them, 
There his virtues find repose ; 

Oh ! to her may heaven secure them, 
E'er her widowed being close. 

liCay her eyes, before they slumber 
In the BtUlnesa of the tomb, 

See him ranked in Virtue's number. 
Honoured fill his father's room. 



B.N.C., Oxford. 
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f (B^I^ALLEK aDgel ! — broken-hearted, 
gjl^ Turn thy t«arM eye to Me, 
^P*^ Though thy iina be past for^ving, 
They ehall all forgiven be : 
In the hour of victory, 
I am come to plead with thee. 

" Let Hope spiing, as spring the flowers 
To the touch of vernal rain ; 
There is joy among the angels 
When the tricked tnms agaiB : 
Loving will thy welcome be, 
Coming home to Heaven with Ue! 
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" Wipe away the tear of Borrow, 
All-forgiven be thy sin ! 
Thou shalt see the gates of Heaven 
Open wide to let Me in : 

Thou Bhalt dwell again once more 
In the Heavens, thy home of yore ! 

" Fallen angel ! — broken-hearted, 
Turn thy tearful eye to Me : 
I, the Lord of love and mercy, 
I am como io set thee free ! 

And my joy will perfect be, 
If I bring thee back with Mc !'" 

Trinity College, Oxfohd. A. 
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KWj^S the first ray of sunrise streaks the sky, 
^^jg FtuflhiDg the Blumbering azure of the uight, 

80 the first lonely thread of melody 
Wakes the still vaidts of some cathedral high : 
TSoi lonely long ; anon the answering phrase 
Is voven with the firat; and as more bright 
Fast following sunbeams break Night's murky chains, 
Till high Heaven blushes red with rosy rays, 
And West to East throws back the flood of light; 
So the oft-echoed interlacing strains 
With prouder sweep complete their mazy flight, 
Till piled-up harmonies can. rise no more. 
But day must fade, and waning yield to night : 
In fbllest strength the chords are hushed ; and all is o'er. 

Qdben's College, Oxford. C. H, 
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^agl)HE joy of the mingled battle, the pennon's quiver- 
^1^ ing dance, 

The dnst and the din and the rattle, the gleam of 
of Bword and of lance : 
What are these to a man who has never a cause to win? 
To him who loTCB strife alone, aurely strife itself is a Bin. 

• Bepose on a hank of flowcTB, the Bunny breath of noon, 
Peaceful and restful hours, the lietleBB enjoyment of June : 
What arc these to a man who has won no laurels in fight ? 
Only he who has fought can claim repose as a right. 

Tain are the objects of strife ! Peace then, strive not at all ! 
Lost is an objectless life ! Fight then, if but to fall ! 
If despair or regret the weary heart should attack, 
The toil of a well-fought fight will drive the invaders back. 
X. Y. B. 
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" Corraptio optimi pewiiDft." 



MSI^S one endowed vitii mightier mind, 
^9^ With depth of thought, and strength 

of will, 
If nought avail hia soul to bind 
To good, will work more grieToua ill : 

Ab on some st&rleafl moonleas night 
Shoots the red meteor down the heaven, 

And blacker darkness marks its flight, 
Where the swift flash the gloom has riven : 

As if some hand too heedless maie 
The chords that fill the transept high, 

A harder, haraher discord jars. 
The fnller-Toiced the harmony : 
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So tjnce I loved ; and all the day 

Was bright with love and love's return ; 

Too quickly passed the hours away. 
And I was left alone to mouni. 

'Twos mine the ancient truth to piore, 
"The AiUer joy, the keener smart ;" 

Would I had loved a lesser love, 
For then 'twere lesser pain tn part ! 



Queek'3 College, Oxford. 
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^^rtjS WEEP for fair Adonis ; yea, all the Cupida ireep, 

^1^ For fair Aden lies dead upon the mountain steep — 

Lies piercM by a boar tbrongb all hie anow-wMte 

thigb, 
And " Venns !" is the burden upon each dying sigh. 
And from his ivory aide black drops of blood fast &U : 
Those eyea beneath those eyebrows are blinded by Death's 

pall; 
And lix>ni his lips has fled tlie blush as of the rose, 
Yet still the kiss of Yesus upon them pallid gtowa — 
The kiss with which she kissed him, and Adon knew it not, 
For as it died upon them he yielded to bis lot. 
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I mourn for fair Adonis ; yea, all the Cupida mourn : 
See what a cmel wound the fierce wild boar hath torn ! 
But crueller the wound within the sdow pure breast 
Of VenuB when to hie her glowing form she preaaed. 

Alaa the Cythcnean I Alas the fair Adon ! 

See, Tenus to his side has loving pitying flown ! 

And as Bhe claapa him to her, and round her fair arm fiiogs, 

She lifted up her Toioe, and thus she plaintive ainga : 

" Stay, Boul, ere yet thou fliest : stay, oh ! and grant me 

That I may lean npon bis breast, and mingle kisB with kiaa. 
Ah! thou, fair, wilt go down to the eternal deep, 
"Where sonla of mighty heroes for age and age will sleep." 
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g5j^UN8ET shadows slowly flitting 
^^^ Past the ivindowB of my room ; 
In m; arm-chair sungly Bitting, 
Half in Bunahine, half in gloom : 

Tall elms, dark with leafage, swaying, 

And a&T the summer sea, 
O'er whose waves a cool breeze straying. 

Bears a pleasant breath U> me : 

Such the scene ; and, as bright Helper 

Seta his signet in the sky, 
And the aheep-bella ring as vesper 

Bells rang ont in days gone by, 
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To my deak hot idly turning, 
Lift I'iroiD their secret lair 

Some old letters 'scaped from buruiag, 
And a tress of ■woman's hair. 



Let me think ! This bold direction 
Can be none but Nellie Vere's, 

And it needs no close inspection 
To descry old stains of tears. 



Well, no matter if she trifled 
With on honest love. I fear 

Many another heart was rifled 
By remorseless Nellie Vere. 



'Tis enoogh that I did love her, 
'Tie enough that she is dead. 

And that o'er the mould above her 
Never prayer nor psalm was said. 



This light tress grave Edith gave me 
Five-and-twenty years ago, 

'Twas a charm, she said, to save me 
From all sorts of worldly iroe. 
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Poor pale Edith ! Thy rare beauty- 
Proved a fatal charm for tbee : 

Sacrificed to so-called duty. 
Wed to wealth and misery. 



Bah ! Why maunder ? Here'a a letter 
From my school friend, Charlie Bay : 

Frank, free-handed, never better 

Lived and laughed through life's brief day. 



those glorious days in College I 
Duty gave no other calls 

Than to cram sufficient knowledge 
Far the narrow pass of ' Smalls.' 



Then our deepest joys and sorrows 
Never lived beyond Uie day : 

Seldom thought we of to-morrows, 
Or the ' ticks ' we had to pay. 



Well ! Those days are past and ended, 
Charlie Bay, the blithe stroke-oar, 

Sleeps where long his eword defended 
The torn colours which he bore. 
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I can trace the furrows thickly 

(Time's handwriting) on my brow ; 

Let me bum the letters, qnickly : 
'Tis a heap of ashes uoiv 1 
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.^ J^ag of ^at^ ^^atritw. 

IN THREE CANTOa. 

APTEB TnE BTTLB OF SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

The scene of the following poem is laid in the immediate vicinitj 
of Loch Katrine. Tha view that unfolda lUelf to the heholdcr'a eje 
on nearing the lake ia at once imposing and sublime. la front soars 
SeDvenua majestic in air, his crest just tinged with the setting sun ; 
at his feot the lalce reposes in silent loTelinesa, like an infant at rest. 
Daylight is gradually feding from the sky, and the hright stars are 
heginniug to peep forth one by one from the dark vault of heBven. 
Thatflneoldbuilding yonder is Halswell Castle, the seat of the Hali- 
wclls. Its owner has lately left his natire shore, torn from the aims 
of bis yoathful bride by the stem hand of warfare. 

People and customs here described are iotended to represent thoM 
of the sixteenth century. 

CANTO THE FIRST. 

^^I^AEF of the West ! a-wake thy silent strain, 
^jgpg Thy measured cadence let me hear again ! 
Though rude the hand that sweeps thy magic string, 
Still let thy tuneful numbers round me ring. 
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Castalian nymph ! deecand vith footstep light 
Prom vine-clad slope and ivy-mantled height ; 
Leave for a while Parnassus' wooded mount. 
Where laughing Moses crown Castalia's fount : 
Touch but the bey-aote with thy skilfnl hand, 
The slumbering chords shall wake at thy command ; 
Then guide my fingers o'er the mystic maze, 
Till answering notes shall celebrate thy praise. 



The Northern Bear lowers dark and grim, 
Orion's studded belt is dim ; 
The forest bends with angry &own, 
As sweeps the gost o'er dale and down ; 
The verdant ash-groves sigh and weep 
O'er hill and dale and wooded steep, 
While oaks respond with deeper groan, 
To swell the dismal monotone. 



To yonder cliff with lichens gray, 
Where rocky fragments strew the way, 
And cypress boughs in silence lave 
Their foliage 'neath the murky wave. 
With cantion tread thy onward way 
To this the abode of Gramaniye. 
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Tte rocky eidea are gray and old, 
The mountain blast, so ehill and cold, 

Sweeps o'er thia dwelling rude ; 
The Qneen of night and £iiig of day 
Befuae to lend one kindly ray 

To cheer its solitude. 
And smouldering fire, with sickly blaze, 
Enwraps the eye in tenfold haze. 

In sable garment, strangely dight, 

"With eye that pierced the shades of night ; 

"Whose voice could cause the verdant fell 

To fade beneath his fatal spell ; 

Whose mighty deeds were noised afar 
O'er rugged pass and steep hillside. 
Where sleeps the dew at eventide : 

Behold the dread of Uum-var, 

Before the giant calmly st^iod 

A graceful form in suppliant mood ; 
" A stranger, I," the damsel said, 

And meekly bowed her lowly head ; 
" Afar from this, his natire shore, 

Hy lord conducts a foreign war ; 

Thrice twenty knights around him fight, 
With bended bow and spear in rest, 
And corselets on each manly breast, 

They fight the livelong night. 
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" Oh ! show mp, by j-o«r magic art, 
Tlie form of him who claims my heart j 
Uy inmost bouI desires to seo 
If atill he lives, and thinks of me ; 
But, oh ! if Death, with cruel blow, 
Has Blaia ray lord, and laid him low, 
Ho balm shall cool my achiog breast, 
Ifo word shall soothe my cares to rest." 

" Fair lady, set your mind at rest, 
I gladly grant you your request. 
But now, farewell ! the morning ray 
Is gently brightening into day : 
\Fhen night returns with dusky wing, 
And feathered songsters cease to sing, 
Then you shall see, by magio spell. 
The form of him you love so well !" 
The giant silently hade adieu. 
And the lady vanished Arom his view. 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 

Fair was the £asli of morn that tinged tho sky, 
Fragrant the breezes aa thej' Vhispered hy ; 
Bright were the dew-drcps oa the flowery lea, 
Veidaut the foliage on each leafy tree. 



The larks aloft with tuneful lay 
Uprising winged their heavenward way; 
Each feathered songster in the grore 
Sang to his mate sweet notea of loTO, 
And Echo taught the silent fell 
To hreathe tho music of the dell. 
Such objects met the lady's view, 
When daylight smiled on Benvenue. 

Eetreating 'neath tie hazel screen, 

The lady left this varied scene, 

Nor paused till Halswell's castle gray 

Uprising, crowned the " Birohen^Way." 

There she was revered by all, 

Reverenced in court and loved in hall. 

Each faithful knight, with eager hand. 

Strove to perform each light command ; 

Ready to die by fire or sword, 

For Habwell's queen and Halswell's lord. 
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Loch Katrine rolls by Halswell's keep, 
"With placid waters, still and deep j 
The wanderer on ite peaceful strand 
Uight think hiniself in fairyland. 
There heathery height and steep ravine, 
Ifantled with moss and eglantine. 
With Benvenue's gray peak on high, 
Seemed framed to charm the wanderer's eye. 



Eadi mountain traced its purple crest 
Upon the water's peaceful breast; 
Each headland smiled with varied hue 
TJpon that sea of azuro blue ; 
The hawthorn with its blossom bright 
"Was mantled o'er with snowy white, 
And osiers sprang from out the sedge 
That gathered round the water's edge, 
While, fanned beneath the mountain breeze, 
Scarce stiired the lake, scarce moved the trees. 



The dreary hours of lingering day 
Rolled slowly on their westward way ; 
Each rocky peak and craglet bold 
Were tinged with streaks of living gold. 
And deep beneath Loch Katrine's breast 
'Xhe King of daylight sank to rest ; 
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White from the vault of Heaven afar 
Shone forth the lovely evening sfar. 
And ailver moon, with feebler ray. 
Rose in the realm of dying day. 

The stars poured down their flickering light, 
The moonbeams pierced the shades of night, 
And downward cast a mddy glow, 
Kissing the placid lake below ; 
The owl pursued his nightly prey, 
Fearing to venture out by day : 
On snowy pinion flitting by. 
He roused the wood with troubled cry. 

The lady sought her castle ball, 
Where sat her bravo retainers all : 
The tables groanedftvith plenteous cheer, 
Fruits of the country far and near ; 
While silver lamps, with kindly glow, 
Smiled on the merry scene below. 

Each knight was clad with robe of steel, 

With helm on brow, and spur on heel ; 

A steed for each stood ready dight. 

As e'en by day, so e'er by night : 

A foe more stem, a Mend more true, 

Ne'er lived than those knights of ficnvenuc. 



D,™),.rib,Google 



$oIleiie Khymes. 



SilcDce reigned ia tho castle hall, 
Squire and knight and yeomim toll, 
"Warder and bowmnu were silent all, 

Their ludy'a Toice to hear. 
Awhile she spake of her absent lord : 
Of his dauntleaa brow and unerring sword ; 
Of those who lie oa the hattle-pluin, 
All wouoded and torn, 'mid the heaps of the slain ; 
Of the waning pulse, and the failing hreath, 
And the silent heart-beat, stayed in death : 

Such were her words of fear. 



Descending from tho castled height. 
She flashed as a snowflake, robed in whilo ; 
And all alone, 'mid the silent air, 
Gently breothod this simple prayer: — 



Smile on my lonely way, 

Spirit of Night ! 
Lead me on tenderly, 

Guide me aright. 
Bright is thy starry crest, 

Shining above ; 
Soothing &y kindly rest. 

Best that I love. 
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Srailo on my ntiseiit lord, 

Torn ft'om my breast ; 
Farther his goUant sword, 

Queen of the West ! 
Hoar, then, the prayer I crave, 

Mother I love : 
Heor from the western wuy. 

Hear from ubove ! 



The damsel ceased ; hut the plaintive galo 
"Was laden with the suppliant wail ; 
*Xwna -whispered forth o'er dale aad hill, 
'Twaa horno along the mountain rill, 
Till Echo, 'mid the waving trees. 
Lied gently with the fitful breeze. 
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FROM THE BUKLESQDE OF " IPHIGENEU." 



^I^HENEVEE you're invited out fo dine 
^^^^ Yours be the coldest soup, the warmest wine ' 

il&j awkward waiters let rich gravy float 
Down the silk facings of your new dress coat i 
Then when the ladies to the drawing room go 
May your fat neighbour stamp upon your toe ! 
May you be kept awake by feline wailings ! 
May hungry bobbies haunt your area railings 
And eat the meat that else had made your supper! 
May you write poetry like Martin Tapper ! 
May you be out whene'er it rains or snows. 
And have no handkerchief ta blow your nose ! 
May you he awkward, nervous, ill at ease ; 
Tour trousers always baggy at the knees ! 
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^^1^ MISEK, i Calchal ctenatum ubi forte vocariB 
^ll^ Frigida sint tibi jura, tibi tepidi^sima vina ! 
Kusticior gremium novaque trechedeipaa 
minister 
Sordibus inversto lancia ftedetque oneretque ! 
SuTgit piansa Cbloe, abituraque Lydia surgit ; 
Tunc tibi Ticince piuguiseima pondera calcia 
lucutiant caici 1 primos iuTadere sonmos 
Felinte raleaat, iaviso carmine, turbae I 
Esurieus laeatque irequeas csnacula miles ! 
Sia BaviuB, Calohie, sis MaeviuB ! ecce, foria ea; 
Adversos patiare imbrea patiare furentea 
(Nee sine labe) nives, nasi grave detrimentum! 
Sia pavidua semper, trepida sia indole; braccffi 
Impediant lente lento curvamine crura ! 
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Haj your beefslcaka be tough nnd orerdoDc! 
iiaj DO ODC notice when }'ou muke a pun ! 
£c ploughed in amalla without a bccodcI paper; 
'J'umbli! unil break your leg upon the scraper I 
Then, when in Tain to Eavc yourself jou strive, 
tiny 'workbouEO nurses lay you out alive ! 
Utiy your sbirt-fronls be badly starched and hamed! 
Hay your umbn-lla ucTer be returned ! ! 
May every pretty girl refuse to kiss you; 
Hay you die destitute and no one miss you ; 
Then let your skin he stript from off your figure 
And made into a banjo fur a nigger! 
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Sit semper male cocta carci, tua coena ; loporos 
Omnino sileat, spernatque epigrommata plau^or ! 
Iiudibrio criticis sit mens tua ; deinde revcrsus 
Incideres scalte ; fractoquo ibi crure jaceree ! 
Sein miscrum misene Iuctimt«mque irritn roimffi 
Condiicto imponant non mortua membra ferctro ! 
Fullo togtim mAculet! e«rvet sibi, mutua si qnis 
Sumpsit, seu baculam est sivc CDdromia ! undiqac dam 
Te fogiant hostem fugiant tua basia nymphte ! 
At morere, et nullo aacrentur funera fletu ! 
Tunc tua, qua gatides, tua Musis dedita pcllis 
Corporo yellutur, pulsetque ea tympana Boeohar ! 
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Mn ^l^cmorg of ^Mithlt. 

A SONNET TO THE "CHRISTIAN TEAR." 

I^^EPAETED sacred Bard! thy "ChriBtian 

Plain footprinta of thy journey heaven- 
ward, 
Here thou haet left behind, to t«ach and cheer 
That dearly lovM Uhurch, whose portale 

The flocks thou once didst feed, and stem retard 
Robbers from entering in : we love the clear 

And clarion music of thy melodies, 

Sounding or conquest, or the tone that dies 
To whispers low beside the inartyr's bier ; 

For Faith's exultant song, Sorrow's complaint, 
Dear Hope's forebodings, in thy hymna combine ; 

Nor solemn season, nor sabbath sun, nor saint. 
Escaped the memory of thy soul divine : 
Thy Church speaks through thee in thy every lino. 
Jesus College, Oxford. *lX(Xn-(c. 
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^ E^fS^^^^ ^B"'' ^^^ ^'^ ^^> tender loving wife, 
^^K The last time in this storm-tossed weary life ; 
The momiag breaks : the happy dawB is nigh ; 
Safe in thy bosom's ark how sweet to die ! 

" Though fair my short life's Moraing's early flush ; 
And quiet though sad Evening's sober hush; 
Still sore the battle raged in manhood's prime, 
When e'en for thought or breath there scarce was time. 

" That maddening, selfish, headstrong race for power,. 
Sapped my heart's love-stream, and hour to hour 
But added misery, whilst still I earnest fought 
For peace that came not, tiiough with tears 'twas 
sought. 
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" Lost hopes, a ghastly train, encircle me. 
But faint amid the gloom I still can see 
A fair bright gleam, that silvers o'er the clouda 
Of grim Despair, amid his hopeless shrouds. 

" Dear voices, echoes of the faded past, 
Sigli their sad requiem : 'Ah ! fled too fast 
Hope's farighteat blossoms, scattered on the breeze, 
Like dying bloom from off the linden trees.' 

" Nay, weep not so ! though dim with bitter tears 
Those eyes have cherished me through struggling yeara ; 
And the true heart that's throbbing at my breast. 
Shall one day fiod with mine a peaceful rest.'' 



With trumpet-blast the gladsome sun burst out; 
The merry birds their roundelays did shout : 
Naught recked he then of day, or woman's love, — 
His soul hath winged its way to Heaven above. 

B.N.C., OXPOSD. 2. 
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gS^^OWH" the Bleeping Taliey came it — came the blua- 
^^Bl tering bitter blast, 

Crashed dovn tree and hurled down crag, and 
hurling, crashing, onward passed ; 
Through the peaceful vale it yelled, and flew on faster and 
more &et : 

SuTBt upon the passive ocean, ploughed it with a single 

sweep. 
Ploughed a ridge of foaming fiirrovB, ploughed tliem broad 

and ploughed them deep. 
Open for their seed of lives, ploughed them ready men to 

reap: 
Toi« vm. H 
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Hurled a mammoth vessel duwn'ward, seed unto the foam- 
ing wiives. 

Cast a thousaad throbbing hetirts— cast them to their fur- 
rowed grayes. 

Then it aweeps on, Bwelling ever, and its bliust aa thander 
rftTes: 

Onward till it raging reachea a forgotten far-off ahore, 
Ifaddened like a maddened fiend-man, frenzied with his 

fellow's gore ; 
And onward atill it ragea, with its thunder and its roar. 

Knelt a Bun-bumt dork-eyed mother, bending o'er her new- 
born child. 

Breathed a prayer unto the Wind^Qod, prayed the Wind- 
Qod spare her child ; 

looked the 'Wind-God on the mother, g^ed the roaring 
blast and smiled. 

Sobbed the mother o'er her firat-hom, clasped him to her 

beating breast ; 
Changed the blast his Northern fury, changed it to the wind 

of "West, 
Eiased the moth«r on each eyebrow, rocked the wailing 



EXETEB COLLEQE, OXFOAD. 
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" 'W'tt, J^mptrt j^nwris." 



^II^OTE ! that wast of Venus born, 
j^^^ And of Vulcan, god of fire ! 

If UTBt by Jealousy and Scorn, 
Guarded safe by warm Deeiie ; 
In Eden's fairy glades 

Didst tbou first see the light, 
When the moon dispelled the shade. 
Of staiy night? 

Dvelt'st thou with the two first mortals, 
Ere they touched the fbtal tree i 

Com'st thou &otn the sun's warm portals, 
Oi thy mother's foaming sea f 
TDL. Tin. H 
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Wlien the sDmmet'B twilight plays 
With the huh'b departing rays, 
And the Mean's whispering voice 
Bids all nature to rejoice, 
Or when Cynthia's shining car 
Dims the &irest brightest star^ 
And the amorous breezes toy 
With thy golden looks, fair hoy, 
Thou dost love along the shore. 
Where the booming breakers roar, 
And disperse the creamy foam, 
Sy thy Psyche's side to roam, 
Oaidng her sweet eyes into. 
Eyes of deepest purest blue : 
(,Blue that veils the summer skies 
Sends its beauty to her eyes.) 



Or when the fervid sun on high. 
Hung in the vivid dug-star sky, 
Shinee npou the twinkling flood, 
Then, reclined in languid mood. 
Where the spreading beech-tree's sh 
Shelter from the heat hath made. 
Where the cooling ^untains play 
Throi^ the livelong summer day. 
Listening to the linnet's song, 
Heard the Terdant bowers among, 
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Nectar thou doat love to np 
From thy Psyche's rosy lip ; 
And, the lionet's lay above, 
Sounds your mutual song of love. 

£nt irheiL tlie later-riHing morn 
Gilds the autumnal fields with corn, 
' Thou aimest at nme nut-brown maid, 
BecUning 'neath the wheat-sheafs shade. 
Then &om her young enamoured heart 
Drawing the yet warm-dripping dart, 
Transfixest thou some reaper swain, 
tlniting them, no longer twain. 

When harvest time hath passed away, 
And fogs close in the shortened day, 
When from stem Winter's frigid reign 
The blasts sweep o'er th' Atlantic plain j 
When the fell tempest loudly roars. 
And foaming billows laah the shores ; 
When through the blackened winter sky, 
The stars put out, the storm-fiends fiy, 
Borne on their comet-steeds of fire 
(To mortals bringing portents dire) ; 
When cruel frosts, of Arctic birth, 
Sind up the adanumtina earth, 
When all the rivers cease to fiow, 
Chained by the virgin wreaths of snow ; 
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Then muBic in the fiie-lit hatls 
Thee to the dance and banqnet calls, 
Where all is mirth, and varmth, and light, 
And lamps victorioas conquer night ; 
Still, amid all the dazzling glare, 
Love, burning love, is all thy care ; 
Piercing the hearts of maidens coy, 
Thou fiU'st their breasts with amorous joy. 

But when the spring the days prolongs, 
And birds renew their vernal songs ; 
When, blowing o'er the sparkling seas, 
From warmer elimcB returns the breeze ; 
This is the season of thy power, 
This love's earth-renovating hour. 



Thus would I live in youth with thee. 
Till love, and youth, and beauty flee; 
Then to the cloistered calm retreat. 
And live in works for heaven meet; 
And when my death at last shall oome— 
The messenger to bear me home — 
Shrieved by some holy-living priest. 
Sink in eternity of rest. 



ExETEB Coll., Oxpobd. 
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THOUGHTa ON A CHRISTIANS DEATH. 



'S^tlS^ SOLEMN time, when heaven and earth, extremea 
^J^ ^ Of happiness aod sorrow, bliaa and woe. 

Draw nigh each other ! then the eager aoul, 
Breathing the heaTenly air, striTes to escape 
The trammek of the flesh ; and the frail form 
Of human likenegs, wasted with disease, 
Breathes hardly in unwonted air, both prone 
To yield it« efibrt last, yet loath to die. 

Even BB the upward-soaring heavenly lurk — 
That hird of all most like the human sonl — 
Pent up within his cage for many a day, 
Inside hia captor's honso^ almost forgets 
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His purer and serener natiTe air ; 

And, to captivity accustomed, thrives 

In tbe new element, and lives with song 

The winter through, more happy and content 

Than in the snow-bound fields. But when the Spring 

Unfolds the gentle Zephyrs from her lap, 

And, mixed with breezes, Bcattera tender blooms 

Over the joyful earth, the cage is hung - 

Outside the cottage door, and then the blithe 

And sweetly-tuning warbler gains new life, 

Breathing his long-lost air; and twitting chirps, 

Twisting hia plumed head, and finds his cage 

Is narrower than his wistful, wishAil eye 

Can bear ; so struggles he his prison door 

To bursty or through its windows to fiy out, 

Uore fond of th' outward breeze and freedom's air. 

At length the thin wires yield ; they twist and bend. 

And, bending, break, and in the widened gap 

Stands the bright bird, doubting his own release ; 

But, spreading forth bis wings, long-time confined, 

He trusts hb burden to their free support, 

Tet finds them strong ; and, tuning his free song. 

He dances up the ether, heavenward bound, 

Leaving his cage behind. Still from the heights sublime^ 

From heaven's threshold, where his flight is winged — 

Will he revisit that belovM spot, 

Where during winter's dismal starving times 

He found a warm abode. 
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So does the soul 
Frsm her Tan tenement of fleBh emerge 
Into the perfect life. During her stay 
On earthly aoil, her beauteous- fashioned cage 
Is large enough, her home ia wide enough, 
For her ambition : though her hope's long eight 
TieiTB the bright scents beyond the sweeping skies, 
Her love breathes not the ether pure of heaven, 
Unmixed with earth's impure. But, when a near 
Proximity is felt of th' heavenly air, 
The soul grows stronger, and the flesh more weak ; 
Brighter hope's visions are, and less unreal; 
The mind kens more by fkith, and less by sight ; 
Until the flesh grows dark, its windows dim ; 
Then through the glazed orbs, so motionless, 
The soul flies forth, reflecting from her winga 
A blaze of glory beauteous to behold. 
Ah ! will she not again come back ? come back 
To visit, Lot to dwell, amidtlie haunts 
Of her kind captive days ? 



tiXtXiric. 
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PATE gave the votd, the axio-w sped, 
And pierced my darling's heart; 
And with bim all the joys are £ed 
Life can to me impart. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dnst dishonoured laid : 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 
My age's future shade. 

The mother linnet in the brake 

Bewails her ravished young; 
So I, for my lost darling's sake, 

Lament the live day long. 
Death ! oft I've feared thy fatal blow, 

B"ow, fond, I bare my breaiit; 
Oh, do thou kindly lay me low 

With him I love, at rest ! 

RoBEST Burns. 
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PlTI» more btoub, audita Toce, tetendlt. 
Tela ammffi partem compuere mete, 
Ehen! vita dabat cominuDia gaudia nobia, 
An possim racaoB carpere sola dies ? 
Immatura jocet, violatis frondibus, aiboB, 

Quam silvis teneram stravit iuiqua tnantia. 
Sic cecidit vitse apes dilectieeima uostna ; 
Umbra Benectutia certa tiitura mihi. 



£cce '. super dnmos nidum prolemque pcremptam 

Hand intermisso carmine lugct avis : 
Sic doleo requies sic est mihi nulla doloris ; 

Omnibus ille mihi carior unus erat. 
- Seepius honebam diras mors! vana sagittas, 

Nunc ultro opponam pectora nuda tibi 
Obrue me grata, mlsereuB precor obrue ! deztii ! 

Communisque aniroam clandat utramque quies. 



Merton Coll., Ozfokd. 



C. H. W. 
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l^iba "W"««jia! 



^^BISE, thou nmsomed Queen ! 

^^11 ISo longer bend the knee 
To kiBS the despot's robe. 
Arise ! for thou art free. 

Lo ! througli the veil of night 
Thy freedom's snn bursts forth, 

To light his homeTaid path, 
To smile upon his wrath. 

Ami jewelled Ocean dons 

The azDie robe he wore, 
"When Venice he would claim 

As his bride in days of yore. 



:,Goi.Vjlc 



Viva 'Veneital 

Thy palaces adorn 
With varied tapestry ; 

Unfurl thy drooping flag, 
XTnftirl I for then art free. 



Let radiant gondolas 
Glide glibly down the 

The Boftly-stealJng etceamB 
Tby placid city pave. 



When Mis the clear cool eve, 
When unks the bqu afar; 

When Bong is lieard on song, 
When soundB the gay gaitor : 



Then let thy waterB Bparkle, 
Ab sommet seoB by night 

Break lazily in warBlets 
Of phoapboFescent li^t. 

But hark! now distant heard, 

Yibratee the Bolenm bell, 
ChimeB liberty's new birth, 

Tolls tyiaony's last knell; 
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And, wafted on the breeze, 
Swells forth the note of praise, 

From choirs that for &esh gifts 
Fresh songs of blesung raise. 

Then londly pealing forth 
The rich melodiotis cries 

Of " Hail, out city ftee, 
Tiva Venezia !" — rise. 

Bkasbnose Cou.., Oxford. 
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i^t j^ngfl's ^ifi. 



^^^0 earth there flev an angel on the wingi of mom- 

£rightly gleamed hia pinioiu through the sileat 
air; 
Ujiiad constellations, broir and form adorning, 
Clothed him with a garment wonderM and rare. 

Down he came Ml awiftly, not a moment staying 

Till his feet he rested on a qniet spot, 
Where — the while his harp to songs of gladness playing— 

Tenderly he planted a blue Forget-me-not. 

Then he whispered o'er it, " Be thon here the token 

Unto mortal souls of Constancy of heart, 
Bid them to know, though earthly ties be broken. 

That there la a lao(5 where none shall ever part." 
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Soon there came a maiden fair as new-bloomed rosee, 
And she gathers carefolly that little heaven-sent flower, 

Takes it where her loved one peaoefoUy reposes, 
'Neath tie grateful shadow of a lea^ bower. 

Then while he alnmbered hia dreamy fondes straying 
To a land where they united should for erer rest, 

O'er him she stoops, that little flower laying — 
There to sleep for ever — on her lover's breast. 
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j@op^ocUfl, j^niigonf. 781 — 800. 



' E^c AyiKari fio^v. 



MgjS^OYE, inTincible in fight, 
^1^ Wont the haUs of wealth to seek, 
Lo7e, who broodeat all the night 
On a maiden's tender cheek ;■ 
O'er the sea 'tie thine to roam. 
Thine to bannt the rustic home ; 
Thee the gods resist in vain. 
Fleeting mortals own thy reign ; 
While frenzy worketh in the Tiotim's brain. 



D,™),.rib,Google 



College Khyroes. 



ANTISTEOPHE. 

Thou the righteous haat beguiled 

To anrighteODs&eBs and shame ; 
'Twixt_the father and the child 

Thon haat fonned the wrathful flame ; 
For the charm that heaming lies 
In the peerless virgin's eyes, 
Conquers, throned witii those ahove 
Who the mighty laws approve i 
For matehless reigns in guile the Queen of Love. 



Qdebh's Coll., Oifobd. 
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" ^abbafa D^ango." 



Q^^^IGH ia mid air the laTerooks aing 
M^l Olad welcome to the maiden Spring, 
Across the dim brown moorland ring 
The Sabbath bells. 

They chime of rest and quiet days, 

Of douda ensilvered by the rays 
Of summer sua. Sure winsome fays 
Bing Sabbath bells. 

It rained last night, fkir dew pearls light 
Qleam on great Hertha's forehead bright, 
E'en ae she hears the tuneftd flight 
Of Sabbath beUs. 
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And as they are ringing 

Sweet augela seem eiuging 
A tuneful hymn in meoEUred cadence deep, 

I'hat melody pealing, 

Hy senees keeps stealing, 
And vrraps my memory in a soft eveet sleep. 

" Come, wearied, rest," they seem to chime, 
"Forget for aye your sin and crime, 
Bepent ye while there yet is time," 

Sing Sabbath bells. 

Ah ! Sabbath bells, whilst clearly ringing, 
Sad dreams of eld ye sootii are bringing ; 
While keeping time the brook is singing 
In yonder dell. 

In yonder dell the brooklet leaps 
To kiss the spot where dearie sleeps ; 

'Tis sad she cannot hear the talk 

Of Sabbath bells. 

Ring on, Sabbath bells! 'tis sweet 
To hear your echoes, Qiough my feet 
Have strayed from virtue, and 'twere meet 
To hear the knell 
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"^bhata i^njio." 



Of ghastly death in that calm peal 
Which haply may my pardon seal. 
While rest in my heart's core I fsel, 
Bear Sabbath bella. 

And when this -weary life is o'er, 
And nigher gleams the tldeless shore, 
How sweet to hear, amid the roar, 

Those Sabbatli bells ! 
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M- »aUal>. 



ASTE, priestess, baste to Argos, 
For crowds await thee there, 
At Herd's shrine to offer 
Sue sacrifice aad prayer ; 
Haste ! for the day is waning. 
Why dost thou still delay ? 
. For mortal noue eare thee may raise 
The swelling litany of praise, 
On this most sacred day." 



The prieetess stood one moment, 
And she gazed across the plain, 

All rosy red with the evening sun, 
But it seemed that she gazed iu vain ; 
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X Satlad. lU 

For she dghed as her hand she lowered — 
The hand that woe shading her eyes — 
And she looked on her sous who were standing there 
" I must offer the sacriflee and prayer 
At Argos ere daylight dies. 

" I wonder why tarry the oxen, 

They come not, and I shall he late ; 
And Herd's wrath will be kindled, 
And Herd's power ie great." 

Then Cleobia gazes to westward, 

And Biton looks to the east, 
"Where a joyous throng all haste along 

To join in the sacred feast. 
But the oxen come not homeward, 

And the priestess is wringing her hands, 
And the yoong men whisper one moment's space, 
And then they hastily hie to the place 

"Where the sacred chariot stands. 



They yoke themselves to the chariot, 

And the priestess steps thereon. 
And her dark eye flashes with sndden joy, 
As she gazes with pride on each stalwart boy; 

One word — and the three are gone ! 
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Now haste they — no time to loiter, 

Nor e'en to slacken their pace, 
For furlongs forty must yet be past, 
Ere Argos' valley be gained at last. 

And short is their time for the race. 

Now half of their course is over. 

And Ai^oa is eeeu below, 
As downward fast from the hills they run, 
Already tinged by the western sun. 

And oheera resound as they go. 

And now they are drawing ia Aip», 

And greeted with loud acclaim, 
For the sons of the priestess have gained to-day. 
For their toilsome race o'er the Argive way, 

The meed of a deathless fame. 

Heated, and weary, and breathless. 

They halted at Herd's shrine; 
And the priestess, raising her eyes to heaven, 
Thus prayed to Her^ — " To these be given 

The choicest gift of thine ! 
For these my sons have honoured 

Their mother with noble deed; 
Then grant, Queen, that my sons may have 
The best of bleseings that gods e'er gave 

To children of mortal seed ! " 



h.,Go()i^lc 



X naltad. 

A ringing shout of approval, 
In assent to the mother's prayer. 

Was raised as she entered the temple, 

From the throng that were standing there. 



Anottier bright day is dawning. 

And flooding the world with light ; 
And the rays stream throogh into Herd's shrine, 
And show where two yonthfol forms recline 

On the steps of marble white : 
And the half-charred brands are smoking 

On Herd's altar still, 
And odours of sweetest incense 

The sacred temple fill ; 
As with footsteps softly gliding 

A woman approaches near : 
'Tis Herd's priestess who seeks to know 
What best of gifts that the goda bestow 

Hare her sons, who are sleeping here. 



No dower of golden treasure, 
The buyer of earthly joys ; 
Ko coffers great, and no robes of state, 
"Were laid hy the sleeping boys. 
TOI.. Ttn. 
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Perchance vitli marrellouB wisdom 
The goda their minds have stored, 

Or prophetic gleams, in celestial dreams, 
O'er their tranced sonls hare poured. 



She will look on their slumbering faces, — 

She looks — and a amile of joy 
Is on each young &oe, but the living breath 
Will ne'er through those lips pass again, for Death 

Has stolen each favoured boy ! 
The burning tears were starting, 

But she checked them ere their flow. 
She fervently kissed each pallid cheek — 
" Lo ! the best of blessings a mother can seek — 

That gracious Heaven can bestow ! 



" Oft have I heard unheediug — 

' Wbom the gods love die young.' 
O'er these my sons let no tear be shed — 
(For from sorrows of earth theb souls are sped) 

So wailing, no hands be wmiig. 
Wlten could a feirer moment 

Be found for my sons to go 
Beyond earth's darkness to realms of light 
Than now, when their glory hod reached its height, 

And their life was yet fr«e from woef" 
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X Ballad. 

" Their hour of freahest glory, 
"Was the fitting hour of death, 

Theii mother prayed for a blesdng, 
And their hodies lie 'reft of breath !" 

LlMOOLN COU.EOE, OXFOHO. 
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M^K(^NLY a Beared white face, 
^^% Tramed in the gloomy wall, 

Aod furrows, where raia has cracked the 
paint. 
Tell of a womati'a fall. 

Oat of the hard fierce eyes 

Comes a wolfish cty for hread : 
They bum not with passion, nor kindle in lore — 

Both have been long since dead. 

Is Heaven deaf to her cry? 

Is earth bat a bell begun ? 
She knows that the wraiths of want and despair 

Fly not with to-morrow's sun. 

Preaching is useless here : 

Throw her your charity's dole, 
And pray, when you shudder to hear the blast, 

Christ's mercy on this lost soul. 

OZFOBD. 81BLL&. 
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j^ ;:^ortoas Canticle. 



COMPOSED IN A CARRIOLE 



Timt : " Gamle Jforgi," Nonk Natioml Air, knoien « " HU 
Sariy NorttmoH." 



^^tSj^LD Korway is the chosen land 
S^ra^ Of Bplendonr " eteni and wild ;" 
" Keet nurse" to educate by hand 
This here " poetic child." 
The usual mountain proudly sweUs, 

The normal torrent rolls : 
I don't object to fjords or fjelds : 
I do to carrioles. 
TOL. Tin. L 
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Ca.oB.V9. 
This tale we tells aorosa tbe Qelds, as down the road we 

bowls: 
Hurray for bold Norwegian Bwells, but bang their carriolea. 

I like tbe shoeless steeds I've seat 

So fast and &r down hill : 
Were tbey less lame and flatolent, 

I'd love them better still. 

gaseous little nags ! again 
Neigh like excited foals ; 

Bless Norway's maids and Norway's men, 
But curse her carrioles. 

1 like the little hoys and gals 
Who call themselTes Skydskarls ; 

No doubt their forbears all were pals 

Of Vikingir and Jarls. 
The very thought 's a trumpet c&U 

To muscular-Christian souls ; 
But cleaner faces to them all, 

And bum their carrioles. 

I like the salmon, when they're not 

Poached out of all the pools : 
I like the grouse that can't be got : 

Of couree they're not such fools. 



.ribjGoogle 



A ^onirafl ^Btttide. 



Like Homer's gods above, the deer 
Beam in contemptuous shoals ; 

And think tie very Bmalleat beer 
Of men and carrioles. 



The fladbrod and the smor* are sweet, 

Sweet is Bavarian beer ; 
I like the Thrond^jem " aquavit," 

I can't stand Moltebtei : 
But worse than those, or Norway's roads 

Which justly ask no tolls — 
Worse tban ber ooontless wandering toads 

I hate her carrioles. 



They work one's bear's-greaae through one's shirts, 

They untwist all one's screws ; 
They make all kinds of subtle dirts : 

They play the very deuce. 
If Lok, or other northern fiend 

Were let right loose on souls, 
He'd drive his victims right on eend 

Away in carrioles. 

• Bread-and-butter. 
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One always cliaf^ one's best of friends : 

In &ct one's-quite a beast. 
So here this cantUena ends 

"With one true word at least : 
That all the way from HammerfeBt, 

Far south to ChriBtiansaiid, 
The men and women are the beat 

Of all things in the land. 
Sut still we tells, along the fjelds, this tale, as on webowU: 
Hunay for Norway's noble swells, but bum theii cairioleB. 



Ch. Ch., Ozfobd. 
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^^T is the gontle Anicete that sits in Poter's chair, 
^n^ ADd close beside him he hath placed a man of snow- 

nrhite hair, 
Whose feee with pure angelic light for eighty years hath 

shone, 
And whose majestic brows have felt the sacred hands of 

John. 

'Tis he, the saint of fimitM life, who keeps, as well he may, 
The love he learned of old from him that on Qod's bosom 

Why brings he all this weight of years across the broad 

sea -foam, 
By no Cfeaarean will enforced to tread the streets of Borne ? 
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130 College Rbymes. 

Thoagh common love to Him, the Good, and faith in Him, 

the True, 
Keep Asian churches and the West in vtnion glad and due, 
By differing rules they count the time when Lenten fast 

shoald close, 
And Easter hynms rise up to greet our Life Who died and 



And so two bishops, host and guest, fraternal converse hold, 
But neither dares resign the nse beqneathed by saints of 

old; 
Enough for them the bond intense of worship and of creed, 
And more — of that which makes the Church one loaf, one 

flesh indeed. 

For Eucharist on Sunday mom the city's faithful meet, 
But not to hear the hallowing words from lips of Anicete : 
He from the altar stands apart, and does but point the way : 
"Brother and Father, take my place: be Berne's High 
Priest this day." 

Since Clement passed within the veil, what day in Bome 

lite this, 
"When e'en the holiest joy of all becomes a deeper bliss ? 
Onecrowdedsceneof bending heads, of fixed and glistening 

eyes, 
"While Polycarp shows forth to God the Eternal Sacrifice. 
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Ah! could thej see, by prophet-glance, what few short 

years must bring. 
The welcome smiled on sharpest death for Christ his Saviour 

King, 
His martTT-fiame, a Faechal light of Smyrna's East«r-eve, 
Might thrill with awe those loving hearts, but could not 

make them grieve. 

And when ore long that triumph bright was told from far 

away, 
It bade the young of Bome'a fair flock through life recall 

the day 
When childish palms received the Gift that bears each 

pilgrim on, 
From God's great martyr Polyearp, who saw the face of 

John. 



Univerbitt Coll., OxFOBn. W. Buairr, M.A. 
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^^^HEN I am dead, my dearest, 
^^^ g Sing no sad songs for me ; 

Plant tboQ no loses at my head, 
Nor ahady cypress tree : 

Be tlie green grass above me 
With shovers and dewdrops wet ; 

And, if thoa wilt, remember. 
And, if thoQ wilt, forget. 

I shall not see the shadows, 

I shall not feel the rain ; 
I shall not hear the nightingale 

Sing on, as if in pain : 



And, dreaming through the twilight 
That doth not rise nor set. 

Haply I may remember. 
And haply may foi^. 



C. 0. ROSSBTTI. 
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SEbem Ratine. 



^^NIAU posthac mihi luctuosls, 
W Flora, ne condas nameris ; cupteBsi 
Neu caput noBtnim tueatar nmbra. 

Neve n 



Bore coelesti madidus viiescat 
' Cfeepes, et crebri lacrymentur imbres; 
Sive securum tibi detur teTum, 
Sou memiaiese. 

Inscium. fuuus speculentur umbrte ; 
Inecium nabes pluvia lacesBant : 
Audiam uec t«, Philomela, luctus 
Ducere Toces. 

Quid mihi Sol i quid tenebrse ? beatam 
Luce Bubloatri requiem fovebo : 
Sive securum mihi detur-fevum. 
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j^ JSian flf T^ot^ ^Katrine. 

CANTO THE THIED. 



||gj@itIBSTINO irom the lofty momitaiii, 
Sul^^ TJpvard Bprings the crystal fountain, 

BiBJng from its silent home ; 
Buhbling, gushiDg, leaping, dashing, 
B^anng, panting, heaving, lashing 

All ita waters into foam. 
Just such is life ! as a trickling rill 
That leapeth forth from some verdant hill. 
Tiny and Bilent, yet never still : 
Impetuous youth as a reinless steed 
Bushetfa oo through life's flowery mead. 
Fearless and hopeful, at topmost speed ; 
But when onc« he heareth the ocean's roar. 
And the angry billows that lash the shore, 
He stumbleth and falleth to rise no more. 
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Deep within the giant'a cell 
There Bank a dark and mystic «ell. 

Cut in the rocky groTind ; 
The hravest heart would there turn cold, 
If e'er so brave, if e'er bo bold, 
To hear the ebon waters hiss, 
As they sped them down the vast abyss, 

With sad and solemn sound. 



Prom the darhness of tiie cell, 

From the blackneaa of the well, 

A mystic radiance seemed to rise ' 

That cheered the lady's anxious eyes. 

What could it mean — that mystic light 

That pierced the darkness of the night ? 

Was it the glimmer of a Itar, 

Twinkling from Heaven's blue Tault afar ? 

Was it the shadow on the rock 

Of blazing pine or blasted oak ? 

What could it be — that sudden gleam. 

That waked the birds' a&ighted scream ? 



Deep bathed beneath that genial light, 
The giaat's cell shone olesx and bright ; 
Ever thicker, thicker, thicker, 
Tell the mist o'er lake and river ; 
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Ever fainter, fainter, fainter. 
Shone the moon o'er all beneath her : 
Ever darker, darker, darker, 
Grew the midnight air around her. 
Kaught aave the cell of Glramarays 
Was lightened 'neath that sudden ray : 
On Fock and lake and vooded fell 
A pitchy blacknesB Beemed to dwell. 



Within the cave was bright as day, 

lUnmined by that mystic ray ; 

It flamed on sword with gUded. haft, 

On stout croBsbow and barbed shaft ; 

On gauntlet' and greave and helmet prond, 

And dagger attuned with the warrior's blood. 

The giant pronounced the fatal spell. 

And night o'er every object fell. 



At lengtii the dai^neas cleared away, 
And daylight smiled with early ray. 
Far distant from her native land, 
Tat distant from Loch Katrine's strand, 
Tall moontuna wrapped in mist and haze 
UpriBing met the lady's gaze. 
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Bat look ! witli wliat a loosened rein 
Those horsemen sconr the arid plain : 
"Why do their fiery steeds wheel round ? 
Why halt they, and why stand their ground ? 
To north, to south, on every hand, 
Sarrouuding them, their foemen stand. 

Silent awhile the horsemen stand : 

Then each shook the other's brawny hand, 

And swore that for right and their uountry's trust 

Their dearest hlood shonld staia the dust : 

Witb such words on their lips to the foe they rushed. 

It boots me not that I should tell . 
How warriors fought and warrioTS fell; 
Suffice it then that I should say 
The issue of that fatal day : 
Since that, in sooth, the gentle ear 
Of war and bloodshed shrinks to hear. 



The bloody strife is o'er and done i 
Fought is the fight, the battle won : 

All nature seemed at rest. 
Forgotten, 'mid the heaps of spoil, 
A form lay stretched upon the soil. 

An arrow in hia breast. 
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And methougbt there came a crying, 
As jrom some one that was dyiag, 

Dying in tiie night : 
And the wind kept sadly aighing, 
Ever dying, dying, dying, 

Dying in the night. 

Again I looked upon the plain, 

The last time on that &tal day ; 
There the lady and her obieftain, 

Locked in death, embracing lay ; 
And my spirit sank within me. 

As I turned me from the shore ; 
Bat tbie cheeiing thought rerired me : 

Death oan separate up more. 
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A LEGEND OF THE BOUDDHA. 



The writer has only thiown into a metrical form the original 
legend, which so well embadieH tlie niriul philosophy of anmhilation 
and despair underiying the Buddhist Bystem. He hopea, at a fiilore 
period, to connect another uid much more beautiful legend with those 
Christian tbooghts vhich are the correctivee of Oriental myBticism, 
as of all other eirora. 



ffij^gKOU his palace gate 

^^^ The Prince Suddhaitta and all his train 

"Went trampling away in royal state 
Across a noble plain, 
With Sashing foot and jingling rein ; 
They went to spend a Bnmmer day 
And to sing out a summer night, 
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A score of forest miles away, 
Wlere woods unpierced of fiercer ray, 
And flowers' like a purple and golden sea, 
Fill with eteraal delight 

The gardens of Loumbini. 
sweet those gardens spread 
With folded wood and hright parterre, 
And foaming fonnts in the Indian air. 

And shadows of trees 
That sleep and sleep upon the grass. 

Like shadows of boats on calm green seas. 

sweet the gardens spread; 
And in music the waters pa?s, 
And the shadows of rose tree or fir, 

Or creeper blossom-starred. 

Are a delicate darkness upon the sward, 
That makes the sunniness sunnier. 
But a softer garden is youth, 
And more musical flows life's stream. 
For the young encrownfid head. 

Tell me in sooth 
If ye would not dream the dream, 

K ye would not be 
By the forest-cooled and splintered light. 
By the silver moon of the Indian night, 
Where Himalayan shadows fall 
Upon the valleys of If epaul. 

"Would ye not speed the hours along 
And flush your cheet with the crimson wine, 
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And flush yonr heart with the wine of aong ; 
And cool your cheek in the countless rose, 
Where the new-born breeze mofe humid blows,* 

And under palm and pine 

Look into beauty's starry eyne, 
In the garden of Loumbini ? 

n. 

Suddh^rtha's car 
la near the Eastern gate. 

He is like a splendid star ; 
And like light clouds round him wait 

The wave and flow 

Of robes of snow, 
Beauty, and strength, and state. 

Ib there the thing called woe 
Among the ranks of the great ? 

Who wear the crowns of gold. 

Do they ever grow sad, or sick, or old ? 
Lo! right on Suddhartha's track, 
A man who seems aa old as the trees, 

His claws are curved and htack. 
His Qua long legs have hunched kneea, 
He quivera like froth beside the aeaa, 
Hie blackened teeth like black sticks shake 

* "Aura«ubiiuiuiiieriahiumdtiDatai09ia." — Hiltoh. 
TOt. Tiir, Jf 
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On vithered bushes in the brake ; 
like little serpents with purple stains 
Stood out his mneoIeB and Teinti. 

And Prince Suddhfirtha said 
To him who held the jewelled reins, 
" Who is this man that we have here ? 
His eyes are gammy and blear, 
His ropy mnsolea swell and break, 
His head is bald, his black teeth shake 
Like leeches in a rolling lake ; 
PiH thighs are thin, his knees are thick, 
He wanders about npon his stick : 
Is this a vice of his proper blood, 
A. Bore disease that follows the base, 
Or is it a taint of the golden flood 
That grandly flows through the hearts of our race ?* 

" Prince," quoth the Charioteer, 

" The law of our race is here. 
Sad and lone as he seems to he, 
Like a driven leaf beside the sea. 
Black and sodden, that pilgrims find 
While the island-forests stretch behind, 
Soft green with light and singing with wind ; 
Like the dead wood of the fallen tree : 

So must it be, my lord, with all ! 
Tour crownSd sire, your royal mother. 

Your bride and kin in the marble hall, 
Like the kin of any other. 
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Starred vith gems and sunny with gold. 
Streamed with pearls, as the waterfall 
^th foam-bells down its light-green fold, 

All must grow old I" 
Whereto the Prince replied : 
" weak and greatly ignorant, 
Their drunken song of pride 
In the summer days of youth who chant. 
I to whom old age awaits 
Why should I pass through yon gates ? 
Pleasure, and joy, and delight, 
What hath SuddhSrtha wifli ye ? 
Turn the bit with j ewels bright, 
0, Charioteer, drive us away !" 
So Snddhartha drove not that day 
To the gardens of Loumbini. 



Again Snddhartha drove 

With all his lords to see 

The pleaaurc-gardens of tonmbini. 
The car is in a deep cool grove, 
And a smile is round his pensive mouth, 
Por here is the cedar gate of the South 
Throngh which he passed in infancy. 
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And ueed to float 
Away through miles of lotnseB, 

As a Bunny-sailed boat 
Through miles of green and silver seas. 
Bat what is this as he comes nigher? 
A sick man with fever all afire. 
His lips are cracked, his pale skin soiled. 
As flowers for which a child hath toiled 
Lie in his hot fingers spoiled. 
Ifow he deems that he tosses 

On a hanging wave that heaves for ever, 
And now his brain there crosses 

A desire of some cool river. 
Now he remembers and cries, 

" Oh, but this road of death is wild ! 
beantifnl earth ! deep blue skies ! 

gentle face of my wife and child ! 
laughters, and hopes, and memories ! 

Oh, hard it is to leave ye thus!" 
" Why is ho sick ? why doth he feat ?" 
Said the Prince to the Charioteer. 

" Sickness, my lord, comes to all of ns, 
Health is but a gentle dream. 
On a black river a passing gleam. 

And the herald of death is fear." 
" wise man seeing this, 
And what hast thon to do with bliss? 

And what is bliss to thee ? 
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"What, ho! drive as away !" 
So Suddb&rtha drove not that day 
To the garden of Lomabini. 

IV. 

Again Suddhurtha went 
To the beautiful garden afar. 
The jewelled wheels of hie car 

Played like an exquisite instrument. 
Surely now he will eater at least, 
For here is the gate of the East. 
Bat lo ! they carry with bier and pall 
A dead man to his burial : 
Friends and kinsmen walk near. 
Then cried the Prince to his Charioteer : 

" Ah, woe to the youth 
That old age must come and beset! 

Ah, woe to the health 
That the fingers of sickness must fret ! 

Ah, woe to the life 

Continuing not in one stay ! 
Old age, and sickness, and death. 

How sweet if you were away ! 
How sweet, sweet were this breath 
If old age, sickness, and death, 
Were chained up for ever and aye !" 
And Suddhartha drove not that day 
To the garden of Loumbini. 
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The Prince stole out at midnight. 
His aigrette of pearls away was tossed, 
His jewelled cap and scimitar bossed, 
Like flowers that idle fingers cast 
Into the river that rolleth past. 
In paljner'a weede lie takes his way 

From the town of Eapila. 
And Fooshya, the beautiful star 

That shone when SuddbSxtha was bom, 
Shone out o'er purple peaks afar. 

Poushya^ beautiful star! 
Shine till thou fede in mom, 
On silyer lotus and blossomed tree, 
Shine o'er the garden of Loumbini, 

Shine on the summer sea ! 
Thou shalt shiue on nought so grand, 
Wave of the sea, and flower of the land, 

As that encrown^d boy 
Who holdeth truth more dear than joy, 
Who looks through Bioknese, and death, and e 

Till those dark nms become as glaases, 
Wherethrough tme quiet ie beheld, 

FreoipitoQS mountain passes 

Girt with the miste of etemity, 
Sut leading on to eternal sleep 
Where life can neither smile nor weep. 
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Shine on, Foashya, all night : 

We will not envy thee, 

thou beantiful star. 
Thy Bilvering glimpse from afar 
Of wave and flower, and blossomed tree 

In lawns and pleasaunce of Loumbini ; 
But envy rather the starty soul 

Seeking the central peace, 
While the troubled winds of existence roll ; 

Seeking not pleasure but peace, 
"Where the drifting cloud called life doth cease. 

B.N.C., OSFOBB. W. ALErANDER, M.A. 

StoHofSmiy. 
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gl^l^E cannot see the world aright 
^^^S If ever walking in its throng, 

For cares that to our lot belong 
And passions dim oiir partial sight. 

Yon star that shines in ether clear, 
Uoving amid the nightly choir 
A perfect orb of heavenly fire, 

Would lose its circle, shining near. 

Impatient, we too soon forget. 
If Fortune make out place a void, 
'Tis not that thought may be employed 

In proud complaining, Tain regret : 
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But Bee, in true perspective thrown, 
The Just, the Good, in wider spheres; 
The working of men's hopes and fears 

In circles larger than our own. 



Its many tales the Past can t«ll 
Of heaviest burdens nobly worn, 
And great thoughts in the desert born 

Of musings in the hermit's cell. 
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^S^HE fight was ended ere the day was done. 
Ijg^^ £etwixt the nearest tnonntaina and the shore 
The barren level was strown thick with dead 
And dying: and among them was the king. 
They of the foe unslain had fled and lay 
Hidden in secret places of the hills ; 
And where had been the din of battle now 
Was silence; nought was heard save here and there 
A fl^h of death or dying groan of pain, 
And the slow pulse of the incoming tide 
behind, as it crept nearer to the scene 
And mixed its waves with little rivulets 
Of elaughtor trickling redly down the strand. 
TSo sound save these, and a low wind that breathed 
Chill whispers from the mountains. 

Where the dead 
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Were thiclicst, lay the king. 

While one who knelt 
Tip-bare his head, before him and around, 
Waiting his last word and his latest look, 
Beep-grieTed and silent stood his lords of war. 
Awhile he spoke not, but, as on a mere 
The sharp gusts of a fitful wind will sweep, 
Barkening the stormy surface suddenly. 
So ever and anon across his face. 
War-worn and rugged with tempestuous years, 
Spasms of pain swept darkly and passed by. 
But at the last, as seeing that the calm 
for which he waited came not, nor would come. 
With hard thick utterance, that forced itself 
Despite of throes, he spake: — 

" Heed ye my words : 
The corses of these heroes slain with me 
I bid ye take, and mine, and on my ship 
Together place us; then beside the rock 
Ye wot of, o'er the depths that no man knows. 
Take ye the ship and thrust her through the side, 
That she may sink, and we may seek the depths 
Together, for together wo shall feast 
This night with Odin — and my Scald the while 
ShaU. sing his saga of my life and death 
And glory." 

Without other word, as though 
In scorn of uttered angnish, and too stem 
E'en for one last fareirell, the Viking died. 
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But they fulfilled hia bidding, and his corse 
With those dead Mends and foes upon the ship 
They placed, and thrust her through the side, and watched 
To Bee the end, and over them the while 
The ancient minstrel struck his harp and sang ; — 

" Dark-rolling ware, receive a warrior's form, 
Yalhalla, take his soul ! 

great in death, 
Ji-j king ! I sing for thee no dirge of tears. 
How dies a Tiking as he wills to die ? 
Slowly upon a couch o'er watched and tended 
By gentle eyes and hands, in hours of peace, 
Like summer wind that breathes its life away 
'Mid tears of rain at noon ? By Odin, no ! 
Nor by great Thor ! nor by the terrible eyes 
Of Tyr the stem ! — He dies on the red field 
Or Btieamiag deck — the tears that drop for him 
Are from the ebbing life of foes, wherewith 
His own doth mix : the echoes in his ears 
Shall be his own fierce challenge and his foes' 
Defiance, shouts of conflict, groans, and cries 
Of those that deal the death and those that die. 
The hiss of arrows, and the rush of spears. 
And the down-sweep of swords : and he shall see 
No tender faces softening all his heart 
To vain regrets and longings, but the wolf 
In foemen'a eyes responsive to his own 
In battle-hunger and the thirst for blood. 
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So dies a Viking as he wills to die, 

So died my king ! and proudly shall he wake 

Where in new strength old kings and heroes dwell, 

Beside Valhalla's walls, and be with joy 

"Welcomed ! for evennore in fsaat and fight 

To live again the hrave victoriona yeara. 

" Dark-rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
Valhalla, take his soul ! 

Lo, the great ship 
Deep-Eimken now is rooking as in pain, 
As though it were a thing of life and sense, 
Over whose heart the memory of the past 
Came with a suddon torture, now to know 
The near darjt and of aU is come. Not so, 
vessel glorious ! glorious is the end — 
Thou art the funeral throne us thou hast been 
The chariot of his triumph to thy king. 
In thia last hoar he leaves thee not to miss 
His wonted presence : on thy deck, the aoene 
Of his fierce toil of half a hundred fights, 
He takes' his last rest and his longest sleep ; 
Sink proudly therefore ! 

Even so, behold, 
She sinke — her decks are level with the seas, 
The suppliant waves ran o'er to kiss his feet, 
Now they are mounting higher — still they rise ! 
They climb above hie knees and to his arms : 
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And now they leap to perfect the embrace, 
And claap him close for ever ! my lord, 
So Btill and Btorn, farewell ! ULy eyes are dim, 
LoEiiDg their glory, and in this torn heart 
Grief conquers pride that I should look abroad 
Over the northem eeaa and miss their king. 

" Dark-rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
Valhalla, take his soul ! 

Upon the shore 
The stem high mountains darken slowly up 
To their white summits with the deepening eve. 
So o'er the proud hearts of these mighty men, 
His stateliest, his most peerless lords of war, 
Who never bowed the head or bent the knee„ 
Who ever gazed at Eear with level eyes. 
And laughed at Pity, as those topmost snows 
Uock the warm snnshine that makes glad the vales; 
Lo, o'er these proud hearts creeps th' o'ermastering gloo 
Of their strong grief, the ruthless eyes grow dim. 
Filmed o'er with misti that duU the wontod gleam 
Of fiery purpose : as they never drooped 
With toil or terror, sink the nerveless handa 
And lowering crests ; with pride they saw him fall ! 
As those white mountains when the sunlight fell 
Changed to a crimsou glory, as with joy 
To see to such a course so grand a close, 
Then when the majesty of death was post 
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Grew grey and dim ; so when they saw him fall. 

His chieftains, how they glowed o'er cheek and head 

As they beheld him make to such a life 

So great an ending — hut, hot now, that end 

Looka coldly on them, for ha lies so still, 

Still as the dead foes round him, and their hearts 

Grow cold within, and every leaping pulse, 

Stirred by that last wild eneigy of life. 

Droops in the deathly silence. Nevermore 

Shall he, their sun of battle, dawn again ! 

The old meridian splendour of the fight 

I' th' eventide of an eternal setting 

Is dimmed away : the kingly golden crest 

Throned on the height of that far-gleaming helm 

"Whiok seen in onset like a trumpet blast 

Would vanward call the rear, is lowered at length, 

"With glory yet for ever ; nor again 

Shall the quick lightning of his sword descend 

With ring and crash, and that loud battle-cry 

Like thunder, unto foes such sound of fear, 

To Mends such warrior-music, — How they mourn ! 

!Father and king and chieftain of long years. 

To see him, hear Mm, love him — in the fray 

Foremost, in council wisest, nevermore. 

" Dark-rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
Valhalla, take his soul ! 

Behold we send 
The great sword to its scabbard after fight. 
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So let the bones of him whose work is done 

Be tombed in the atill peace beneath those waves 

O'er which he tattled. Grandly rests he there ; 

Over him far above, when storms shall roar 

Theii stem familiar music, he shall hear 

And smile as when of old his great heart rose 

To meet the peril that he loved — perchance 

Vikings anon shall meet their foes in fray 

Above him, and the sounds he knew so well 

Shall echo down, and round him all the waves 

Shall redden with lost life, and in their glow 

His lace shall seem to take a touch of fire, 

And his dim eyes to kindle, as his soul 

Far in Valhalla had returned again 

To such a scene ! But when 'tis peace and calm 

From tempest and from fight, and nought shall stir 

Above him save the rolling of the tide, 

And the fresh breathing of the northern wind. 

There shall be rest content as in a sleep. 

Unmoved and silent as the circling rocks, 

And wave and wind shall be as those who moke 

Deep lulling strains at night about their king. 

"Dark rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
Valhalla, take bis soul ! 

iij strain is done, 
The night descends, and all my heart is aad. 
Sad with the shadows of the clouds of death, 
Chill with the winds of loss : I, who erewhile 
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Began "with notes of triumph foi my king, 

"Would now attune my heart and drop my voice 

To this low moaaing tide, and with the brine 

That wraps him mix my tears. — It shall not be ! 

O chieftain sitting in the deeps, for me 

If o grand disdain shall ouil thy lips — for me 

Thy Bcornful soul at Odin's hero feast 

Shall frown not ! Lo ! I smite the quirering strings 

Triumphantly again : and all the waves 

Take prouder tones ; and on the ocean wind 

Clear voices call me, ' Bard, go forth and tell 

The world his greatness ! ' and through all my veins 

The poef s mighty passion runs again 

Like vine of fire, and proud of soul I go, 

And glad at heari^ to hid the nation hear 

The life and death and glory of my king ! " 



Peub. Coll., Oxtord. S. J. Stone, B.A. 
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[The fallciwiiig ia frem a curioua HS. diecovered io tiie Ticinily of 
the Rodcliffe Library, Oxford. The speUing has been modenuaed, 
the dale of the events alluded to being, of coime, purely conjectoral. 
—Ed. C. S.} 



^■■^HE love-Hck moon waa emJHng o'er flie quad, 
^^^@ That glistered with the freshly-fallen BnoT, 
■Wherein the trackfl that scholars' feet had trod 

Hither and thither wandered to and fro, 

In mazy course and derious enow ; 
'Twas silence now, the giddy throng had hied 

In hurried haste to sheltered nooka, I trow, 
"Where, safe from " Vice" 's prying gaze, they hide 
Till safe occasion and convenient time betide. 
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In yonder comer, 'gainst the Baraar's door, 
Piled moontain-high they raised a mowy mound, 

"With base emprise upon his head to score. 
And mev liim up in solitary pound, 
Fenced with such prison harrier around. 

Ah! fond attempt! ah! hootlcss enterprise ! 

Ah ! huge travail, with little offspring crowned ! 

Such virtue in the wily Bursar lies, 

To mock their cunning craft, and thwart their rillonies. 

Sight lustily he pUed the Porter's bell, 
Ifor yet to him the cowered caitift drew, 

"Wlio feared the snowy missiles, truth to tell, 
"Which ever and anon at random flew. 
Till one at length the lanthom pierced through 

With crash that curdled scholars' blood with dread ; 
And, lest that vengeance should their crime pursue, 

In haste, I trow, they rushed and quickly sped, 

Till each one nestled soon in shade his guilty head. 

Then issued forth, roused by the horrid din, 

Th' incensed " Vice," with fiery fury hot, 
To wreak his vengeance on the midnight sin : 

Despite his pains the miscreants found he not, 

Nor sootMy of their covert did he wot. 
Then to the Bursar, baffled in his quest, 

He called aloud, concerned at his lot ; 
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But cheerily the BoTBar him addressed, 

And tiius made ausver, though with full indignant breast :- 

" The Tillein Bcholars, pardie I thonght to score, 

(For well I know at me their fell despite :) 
Thus then with swink they toiled to block my door, 

And pen me prisoner in my chamber tight; 

Which thing I trow they've not achieved quite, 
Albeit their moil, as I will shortly show. 

To their confusion— ('tis methinks what's hight 
In Tulgat parle a " sell ")— for, let them know. 
Another passage hence doth surely lead below." 

Thos spake the Bursar, and eftsoones 'twas seen 

By scholars all that other, way was yet 
Ope to their foe, and they had foiled beea, 

By reason that they laid a faulty net, 

Which loosed its prey, although with labour set ; 
For yonder by another door forth came 

The Buisar, and did sith their chagrin whet. 
Ne more essayed they, but with conscious shame 
Aetired to conches chaste, sans guerdon and sans fame. 
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Tnuulated from a fragment of a ballad Bung by Roman mime to 
tbe children of pagan parents, cirea i.j>. 100. - 



**^^^0, Saviour of the Capitol! here unresolTed I 

' Hail, saored bird ! direct me to some hospitable 
land! 
bid these lagging feet take rest and enter into peace — 
Say, whither shall I wander, thou epouse of holy geene?" ' 



" Seek, stranger, seek the fopmoBt stwr that crowns thi» 

lofty tower, 
Then turn again, and seek on earth the lowly modert bower; 
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Climb high, creep low, nor dread to eearch throngli all our 
castle's space, 

Until thou come where beauty's queen doth hide her slum- 
bering grace ; 

Uyself did once climb thither, and I met an aged sire — 

Grey 'were his locks, and dim those eyes that flickered with 
faint fire. 

"'Kow sacrifice to father Jove! now pray to heaven's 

high lord,' 
I said, — tlie hoary sinner uttered not one prayerful word. 
High grew my wrath — I burnt with zeal for Jove's 

insulted name — 
I seized that Mse-aouled Christian knave, to drag him to 

the flame. 
Ko '. flame were far too pure a thing to bring him to his 

doom — 
The raven shall pick out his eyes — wolves' maws shall be 

his tomb. 
I seized bim in my iron grasp — I griped his left foot fast, 
And headlong down the stairs to earth the craven sire I cast. 

" £neel, stranger, pray to him firom whose right hand the 

thunder goes. 
That he may guard such ill from thee, and turn it on thy 

foes." 

Wadh. Coil., Oxfokd. Marqites. 
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^^pftHBEG days they played in sun and shade, 
^1^ Then Feicy said — ■" A loTelier maid 

At cioqaet ne'er was seen; 
This gill I to myself will take, 
She shall be mine, and I will make 
For her a croquet green. 



" She shall be playfiil as the cat 
That, wild with glee, 'upon the mat 

Or on the hearth-rog plays : 
And hers shall be the hat and plume. 
And hers the piei^lass in her room, 

Where only she shall gaze." 



.Mi.Goo'^lc 
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TIinB Percy mused — tha word waa said— 
jffoT Boon poor Percy's colour fled ! 

She fiowned, and — at ! unkind — 
The boops, the mallet, and the ball, 
For him to bring into the hall, 

Waa all she left behind ! 



ObKoXiyuy. 
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WHAT do we, up bo early, this May mom? 

Hath Health, tiie htmtrese, from some neigh- 
bouring hill 
Blown Buch a blast of her enchanted horn, 
That Youth forgets his slumber ? 

Gathering still, 
Quick eager forms the solemn pathway fill : 
Pass Uagdalen's poital, scale her endless stair ; 
Still spiring upward, like the lark, untQ 
Buista on the sense the &eab cool matin air, 
And cheeifnl speech of Mends already gathering there. 



And oh, the raptoroos beauty of the scene ! 
Silent and calm as some far &bulouB shore 
TOL, Ttn. 



D,™),.rib,Google 



College Kham 



Where ne^er bark of mariner hatli been ! 
Yet fall of ancient life, and mapped all o'er 
"With holy memories of the dayB of yore. 
Dear home of towers, and spires, and musical chimes, - 
And groves, and gardens ! — bvely evermore, 
Yet far, far lovelier than at other times, 
When first the bright-eyed Ban his orient pathway climbs. 

Sut turn ! — while -we are dreaming, there hath grown 
A crowd about ns. Lo, a tuneful choir, 
"White-robed, bare-headed, — all eyes one way thrown : 
As erst men waited till the eaat«m fire 
Kindled the tremulous chords of Memnon's lyre. 
And hark! — that well-known plaintive prelude o'er — 
Pive pulses of the clock ! — which scarce expire 
Ere soft as dew, amid the silence, soar 
Seraphic sounds aloft, and this the strain they ponr: — 

To Thee, God the FiTHEE,— Thee, 
All worship, praise, and glory be ! 
Thy hand bestows our daily bread, 
And that wherewith our souls are fed. 

To Thee, Jbsu,— Thee, the Sou,— 
To Thee, alone-begotten One, — 
Who, for OUT sakes didst not abhor 
The Tirgin's womb— our hearts we pour. 
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When Thou upon Thy Ctobb 'wast laid, 
To Goo a drilling offering made. 
The hope of life first dawned below, — 
Out joy, our only Satioub, Thou ! 



To Thee, Holt Ghobt,— by Whom 
The Babe was born of Mary's womb, 
Both God and Man, — to Thee we raise 
The hymn of everlasting praise. 

Three in One, Who didst deriae 
Such pathway back to Paradise ; 
This mystery of Love be sung 
In every age by every tongue ! 

Ah, you should hear it chanted ! — for the strain 
Chijws weak and powerless fettered down to song, — 
Like a swift eagle prisoned with a chain. 
Which else had soared the rolling clouds among. 
Trust me, once heard, 'twould haunt thy memory long, 
That calm sweet strain ! And oft, when sundered far. 
Brought low by sorrow, or oppressed by wrong, 
'Twould sootiie thy spirit — liie the evening-star — 
Foretaste of what sweet things the songs of angela are! 

Now ring out all the belle a merry chime ; 

While the hoarse bom croaks forth, a league below. 
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The note vidok doubtless seems the true sublime 
To nichina stnumng might and maiiL to Mow. 
Bing out, glad bells ! and let the sleepers knov 
That, while they slept, we watched the month of May 
Twine the first garland for her virgin brow. 
Then bid them rise, for 'tia the prime of day ; 
And lo, the young Month comes, all Hmiling, up thia way ! 



OsiEL (aboct 1652). 
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Beat the ground in meaanred cadenoe, and your 
tunefVil leader follow, 
For Pan is piping melody upon his syrinx hollow, 
To the people who in ignorance and rustic pleasures wallow. 

Pat off in high Olympus there is beauty, there is gladness, 
Beauty here is hut a phantom to vex the eyes of sadness ; 
To the heart that has revolted against ugliness and hadness 
Comes at last the sense of heauty, hut the nations call it 
madness. 
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There are voices on the maimtaina vhich are heard but hy 

the raring, 
There are sights beside all fountains of nymphs theii pure 

limbs larisg ; 
There are mermaids 'in the ocean their golden tresses 'waring, 
There are ughts and sounds and odours for which all hearts 

are craring. 



THE TOICS 07 TSE MUSES. 

Barth is too old for U8, 
Earth is too cold for ue, 

Earth is too dreary ! 
Some who loved Beauty 
Have gazed upon Duty, 

And their souls have grown weaty. 

THE VOICE OF nUTI. 

What is this for which thou Idlest ? 'Tis the phantom of 

a dream! 
Leave thy couch, draw hack thy curtains, look upon day's 

golden beam : 
Beauty is not bred on softness. Beauty is the child of Bight, 
Beauty sounds the martial trumpet, whispers of a gbrions 

fight. 
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Lean apon a Biiowy boBom, and with languid eyes behold 
'Wanton treBses streaming o'er it in a cataract of gold ; 
Liaten to hot passionate whispers from a heart as false as 

wine, 
Drink thy fill of sensual Beauty which thy lips have called 

divine; 
When thy soul hath leant upon it, heart-sick thou shalt ' 

learn at length 
Goodness is the heart of Beauty, and txa^ tenderness is 

strength. 

Cbbisi's Coll., Caubkidoe. X.T.B. 
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IN MEMOBIAM H. W. HOORE, B.A. 



1, victor! Thy compeeia 
Hare yielded, to thy skill ; 
Hark how those ring^g cheers 
The athlete's triumph £11 ! 
On woithier brows, a atrog^e won, 
The crown of manly strength ne'er shone. 

TvJl well too didst thou wear 
Grave Learning's nobler wreath, 

Threading the keen tMn air 
Of Truth with eager breath, 
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To pluck Qie blooms of varied lore 
And add fresh laurela to thy store.* 

Thine early loss detuands 

A tear, yet Comfort waits 
"Where Fnendsliip weeping Btands, 

While Hope no jot abates ; 
Besigned, e'en thankful, we entrust 
Thy soul to God, thy form to dust. 

Th' unfading Crown of Life 

Be thine — the third— the best ! 
God's gift when generous strife 

Yictorious stands confest ; 
Blest be thy lot 'mongst heavenly saints, 
Vhere Love ne'er tiies, nor Praise e'er faints ! 

And do we wondering start 

At virtues brightly traced 
On one fair human heart. 

By death so soon effaced } 
"Who love God, they His mysteries know ; 
All for their good He works below. 

> Cf. Eur. Medea, 823. 

ill i^ Xa/tr;j»ri» 
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All ! moum not learning lost. 
Life's preparation gone ; 

Titat fade who pronuse most : 
What if his work were done ? 

If early ripe his maker's love 

BemoTed him to the Life above i 

Fain would a Mend preBent 
This tribute to tme worth, 

For goodneee richly blent 
With merit may give birth 

To kindred aims in other men, 

And BO his life be lived again. 

ExETEB Coll., Oxfobs. 
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g LITTLE wood, with fields on either side, 
^ And pastures covered by the innooent herds, 
Hose-lipped with lig^t at mom, at erentide 
The untrod hannt of birds. 



There woke the thrush his full-voiced matin song, 

And there the nightingale did meet delight 
Her wail of tender sadness to prolong 
Into the heart t£ night ; 



What time the Ustening moon with world-w^n face 
Paled by aad thoughts looked forth above the cold 
Pream-peopled valleys, where the shade's embmco 
Would all her rays enfold. 
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A foamleBB stream, in blossomB cradled deep, 

Flowed tbrough the midst with a mystfirioua tone, 
Like loTB-lisped voices heard in summer aleep, 
That whisper and are gone. 



Above the waves and o'er each bush and brcro 

The hawthorn hnng her coronals of May, 
Plushed like the foot of Uorn when through the clear 
Calm heaven she takes her way. 



Daisiee and violets laden ,with fresh dew 

Hid their sweet faces in the glossy green, 

Like children from a stranger, — and there grew 

The tall aah-steme between 



The oilip and'the cowslip : maidenly 

Beneath each lawny slope and sheltered hank, 
The smiling primrose with soft-lidded eye 
From wandering footsteps shrank. 



n myriads, where the noise of springs 
Rose throngh the verdurous floor, shone golden- 
crowned. 
Anemones and hyacinths in rings 

Mingling were strewn around. 
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And 'midRt the hazel-boughs, as half afraid 

Winter would come again, the nursUng ros 
Put forth a few ahy hlossoms in a braid 
Of silken leaves shut dose. 



And lest the pure cool drops should fall too fast 

And bruise the tender brow of bud and flower, 
Chesnut and oak and elm their branches cast 
To catch the Boft-voiced shower. 



B.N.C., Oxford. 
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^Q^IB me tell o'er the sands that lie 
SSH^K Beside the foaming sea, 

Or bid me count the birds that fly 
AboTe the summer lea : 

Bid me to tell how oft the breeze 
Wakes murmurs in the lime, 

Or reckon up the golden bees 
That toil among the thyme : 

Bid me to count the drops of dev 

That fall each rosjr mom, 
Or number the soft bells of blue 

That nestle 'neath the thorn : 

Whiche'ei of these tbou biddest me 

An easier task vere mine. 
Far easier than to tell in thee 

How many beauties shine. 

Thy rosy lips, thy gleaming hair. 

Thine eyes' enchanting spell, 
The charms that make thee, sweet, so fair 

No ■words may ever tell. 



D,™),.rib,GOOglC 



W-kt ^tapt-^oai 



A FBAGMENT. 



^jM^IB eventide, tbe work of day is done, 
jffi^^ The shepherd folds hie flock beneath the hill. 
The ox is loosed from labour, Man is gone 
Bight weary home, and all around is still. 
While o'ei the Falm-tree city, calm and bright, 
Watches tiie star that ushers in the night. 

All, all is silent save the sullen roar 

That rises fitfully &om Jordan's stream; — 

The winds are telling that the day is o'er : 
Jadtea's hills stand oold against the gleam — 

The laiy yalture, flapping overhead, 

Sweeps Bonthward toward the cities of the dead. 

And well men know the meaning of her flight, 
For where the alain are, there is ever she : 

And, loosed into the desert yeet«might, 

The " Bcape-goat" wanders by the silent sea,— 

And shadowy foims shall horer o'er his head 

Etc quite his eye be dim, or life be fled. 
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Full many an eye has marked the canion-bird, 
As iittdea her form into the evening sky. 

And many a heart is brooding o'ei the Word 
That bids man send the "scape-goat "forth to die — 

And thoughts ara busy with the promised day 

When dirifit shall come to take all sins away ! 



Teihitt Coll., Oxford. 




D,™),.rib,GOOglC 



INDEX TO VOL. Till. 



'Ounc, Ei. Coll., Oxford . 23 

76 

>r. fl.,B.N.C,, 0*ford . 77 

B. S., Oxford 



85 

1S4 

f.M.ir..Ne«-CoU.,Oifi)rd 18 

Soberl Burns . . IDS 

e.ff.ir„MertonCoU.,Oif. 107 
S. r.,Ch.Ch., Oxford . 12S 



h, Google 



^. O., Trinity CoU., Oxford 3( 
r., B.N.C.. Oxford . . 17S 
ff.J. S.,B.N.C„Oifijrd . 27 

CH., Queen's CoU., Oxford 7t 
X., Orford ... 26 

X Y.B., Chriife CoU-.Csmb. 189 
*iXiXffic,Je5iuColl.,0ifljrd 60 
C. T., Trinity Cull., Oxford 18 



AC, Trinity CoU.,Oiford . 69 
C. J., Queen'aColl., Oxford 73 
OfciraAfy UK, Oxford . . 163 

P.ir.L.,Ei. CoU.,Oxforf. 21 
J.Addia, M.A„TnB.C.,Cnsa, 4* 
S. /. Sloiie, B.J.JPemh.CoU. ISO 
£., Quran's CuU., Oxford . 82 



TenngiM 42 

J'.JI.S.,NewCoU., Oxford 4S 
*iX«Xir<c, Jesus Coli.,Oxford SI 
S.. B.N.C., Oxford . . 93 



..!>,■ GooL^lc 



/. W. B., Oriel CoU., Oxt. 166 
SwF>«(A, B.N.O., azford . 4e 



Jfajyito, Wadh. Coll,, Oif. 1 



X. r.B., Chriafa CoU.Cftrab, 72 
C. G.Soiiltli . .132 

IfuB, B.N.C., Oxford . 133 

3., Trinity Coll., Oxford . 9 

£., Oxford . . .148 



liru, Oxford 
B'. Br^A(, M.A., Univ. 
Coll., Oiford 



I. r.B.,Clirist'H Coll.,Camb. 55 

i,,B.N.C., Oxford . . 67 

781-800 C.H.. Queen's Coll.. Oxford 113 



jr., B.N.C., Oxford ■ . 91 

*i\EX7rie, Jesus Coll., Oif. 103 

M., Oxford ... 31 
W. Altxander, M.A., Dean 

ofEmlj-.B.N.C.Osf. 139 



.ribjGoogle 



Chriii<atl, Oxford . . 49 

J. C, Trinity ColL, Oxford 179 

Jf.G.ir., Ex. ColL, Oxford 172 

P.O. W., Bx. CoU., Oifittd . 97 

^mp,B.N.C.,Oxfoid . 178 

F.W.Z., Ex. CoU,, Oxford . B9 

H.F. r., B.H.C., Oxford . 10s 

X. Y.B., Christ's CoU.,Camb. 43 

E.R-D., C.C.C., Cambridge 39 

Exeter CoU., Oxford . , 61 



Tom Hood, Pemb. Coll.,Oxf. 66 



D,™),.rib,Google 



.ribjGoogle 



Tiiilir 



D,™),.rib,Google 



This Book is Due 



^H 



D,™),.rib,Google 



